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NATURE’S 

BURIED TREASURE 

America's 

finest fuel 

Long before Man, Nature stored in 

underground vaults a vast reservoir of 

natural gas. Untold millions of horsepower 

... heatpower for industry and homes. 

Today, this great natural fuel... hotter, 

cleaner, more efficient... is brought to 

market by the 2200-mile pipeline of 

Tennessee Gas. Spanning prairies, 

mountains and rivers, this pulsing 

artery pipes the world’s most efficient 

fuel from the Southwest to the great 

population and industrial centers 

of the East. And does it 

dependably and at low cost. 

America's longest pipeline — and 

sull growing - Tennessee Gas 

has played a big part ¥ 

in making natural gas the 
: Ps 

nation’s sixth largest gia 
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Clean, healthy heat. Natural gas is convenient, There's plenty of natural gas under the ground 
dependable, always on tap. No storage problems Each year far more is discovered than is used! 

TENNESSEE GAS 
TRANSMISSION COMPANY 

HOUSTON, TEXAS 

AMERICA’S LEADING TRANSPORTER OF NATURAL GAS 



In just a little while, all America will be sitting down 

to its Thanksgiving dinner. 
/ 
— A MG, le. There will be grandpa and grandma and mother 

y ) y,’ —_ s : iden 4 aft 

4 CU CC La Vf SECC C and father and the kids. A big, golden-brown turkey 

with all the fixin’s. And words of gratitude for the 

W- 

many blessings the year has brouglit 
// 

‘ome Wt DIO At Thanksgiving, as on so many other occasions, 

4 it’s the telephone that brings the family together. It 

carries the welcome invitation to “come to dinner” and 

helps to get everything arranged. 

Someone, somewhcere--closc to home or far away— 

would enjoy hearing your vowe by telephone today. 
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BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM Loca to serve the community. Narionwine to serve the nation (BR) 
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Given to you... 
IF YOU JOIN THE BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB Ml ne hoc 

NOW AND AGREE TO BUY SIX BOOKS it 
DURING THE NEXT TWELVE MONTHS 

ALL SIX 

VOLUMES 
The Second World War 
by Winston Churchill 

“When you have to killa man 

it costs nothing to be polite” 

T was the evening of December 7, 1941, in London. 
Churchill was relaxing at a table with his American 

friends, Ambassador Winant and Averell Harriman. 
When he turned on his wireless set for a regular news 
broadcast he heard something said about Japan attack- 
ing American territory. He at once put in a call to the 
White House. 

“In two or three minutes Mr. 
through. ‘Mr. President, what’s this about Japan?’ 

‘It’s quite true,” the President replied. ‘They have 
attacked us at Pearl Harbor. We are all in the same 
boat now.’” 

The very next day Churchill wrote the Japanese 
Ambassador to inform him that their countries were 
at war. He recalls that some people criticized him for 
the “ceremonial” style he used in his letter. “‘But after 
all,” comments Churchill, “when you have to kill a 
man it costs nothing to be polite.” 

This is one of the thousands of interesting side- 
lights and anecdotes of the war which the famous 
Prime Minister reveals in his six-volume masterpiece, 
The Second World War. Some are tragic, some dra- 
matic—all of them reveal the human and intimate side 
of the war leaders in their conduct of affairs. 

Stalin Thought It a Joke 

Among the fascinating revelations in The Second 
World War is the by-play between Churchill, Stalin 
and President Roosevelt, as they sat around the con- 
ference or dining table, planning, arguing, toasting, 
joking. 

Was Stalin really pulling Churchill’s leg when he 
proposed that after the war 50,000 of Germany's mili- 
tary leaders and technicians be executed? Churchill 
tells how he objected to the idea, saying, “I would 
rather be taken out into the garden here and be shot 
myself than sully ny own country’s honor by such 
infamy.” 

President Roosevelt tried to make a joke of it by 
offering the compromise plan that only 49,000 be shot. 

When Elliott Roosevelt made a speech on the subject 
agreeing with Stalin, Churchill left the table in a huff. 

He was at once followed by Stalin and Molotov, grin- 
ning and eagerly declaring they were only playing, that 
nothing of a serious character had entered Stalin’s head. 

Roosevelt came 

Mr. Churchill was awarded the Nobel Prize for 
Literature, principally for The Second World War, and 
there can be little doubt that it will come to be 
regarded as one of the great landmarks of world 
literature. 

For the rest of your life these six books will be a 
possession you will be proud to have acquired as a 

memento of your own part, however humble, in this 
great epoch of human history. The complete set is 
offered to you in a Trial Membership, as a dramatic 
demonstration of the Book-Dividend system of the 

Book-of-the-Month Club. 

CONDITIONS OF THIS OFFER 

*% YOU AGREE TO BUY AS FEW AS SIX BOOKS within 
your first year of membership from among the Club's 
Selections and Alternates. During the year at least 
100 good books will be made available to you, from 
which vou may choose. You receive a careful advance 
description of each selection and if you think it is a 
book you would not enjoy, you send back a form 

(always provided) specifying some other book you 
would like. Or you may say. “Send me nothing.” 

*% YOU WILL RECEIVE ALL SIX VOLUMES OF THE 
SECOND WORLD WAR AT ONCE. They will be sent 
with the first book you order from the Club. Por a list 
of good books from which you can choose your first 

selection, please see coupon below. 

*% AFTER BUYING SIX BOOKS—and as long as you 
remain a member--you will receive a Book-Dividend 
with every second book you buy—a beautiful or useful 
library volume. This member profit-sharing is similar 
to what happens in any consumer co-operative. A fixed 
percentage of what each member pays is set aside in a 
special fund. This is finally invested in enormous edi- 
tions of other books, each of which is a Book-Dividend 
sent free to members. These six Churchill volumes 
may be considered “advanced” Book-Dividends earned 
by the purchase of the six books you agree to buy. 

*% YOU MAY CANCEL YOUR MEMBERSHIP any time 
after buying six books. Membership in the Club is for 
no fixed period, continuing until notice of cancella- 
tion is received from the member. 

1 MARY ANNE 

© THE MIND ALIVE 

) THE FALL OF A TITAN 
by Igor Gouzenko £4 95 

by Daphne da Maurier #5 50 

arry and Bonaro Overstreet $2.75 

0 SEVEN YEARS InN TIBET 
by Heinrich Harrer 

Price (to members onlw) $4.95 

O A Time TO LOVE AND A Time 
To of 

by Erich Maria Remarque $7.95 

O THE CONQUEST OF EVEREST 
by Str John Hant 

Price (to members only) 84.95 

) SWEET THURSOAY 
by John Steinbeck @3.50 

) THE AGE OF THE MOGULS 
by Stewart H. Holbrook 

Price (to membera only) 64.95 

THE SPIRIT OF ST. LOUIS 
by Charies A Lindbergh 

Price (ta members only) 63.95 

THE HIGH AND THE MIGHTY 
by Ernest K. Gann $4.60 

THE CAINE MUTINY 
by Herman Wouk 63.95 

0 A STILLNESS AT APPOMATTOX 
by Brace Catton 

Price (to members only) 61 94 
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LETTERS 

The Writer’s Psyche— 

To the Editors: 

Cheers for Malcolm Cowley [Psy- 
choanalysts and Writers,” Septem- 
ber|—and some queries for Bergler. 

As one who believes great (and 
greatly misunderstood) truth lies in 
psychoanalysis, I nevertheless fail to 
believe in the Infallibility of Ana- 

lysts. 

For example, Bergler's assertion 

that all writing is valueless, based 
on his assumption that all writers 
are neurotic, isa non sequitur, 

It implies that personality  dis- 
order sabotages all the functions of 
the brain: logic, reason, detachment, 
imagination, etc. Were that so, there 
could have been no Sigmund Freud, 
to name just one. 

Bergler’s notion also implies the 
universality of a specific neurosis. 
Even scientists must write their pa- 
pers. Historians write the record of 
man; statesmen write speeches; and 
businessmen write letters and re- 
ports. Mere talk is writing unre- 
corded. Are we all, then, preoedipal 

oral regressives? 
Finally, how does Bergler manage 

to practice? How, that is, can he 
treat what he calls “writer's block” 
if, to write, the luckless author must 

remain neurotic? 
I suggest the good doctor, before 

he explodes more such theory, look 
sharply to his own petard. 

PHitip Wy ie 
Rushford, N. Y. 

To the Editors: 
Mr, Malcolm Cowley is to be con- 

gratulated on his article in your Sep- 
tember issue. If any of the doctors 
named in Mr. Cowley’s piece had 
ever “read” for a publication as I do, 
I think they would be interested to 
take statistics on the number of 
writers (by which I mean people 

who write, irrespective of the merit 
of the output) that exist. My esti- 

mate would be that four-fifths of the 
population writes—according to Dr. 
Bergler that would mean that only 
one-fifth of the people are normal, 

and To am terribly afraid that they 
paint or act, which is probably just 
as bad. In short the doctors are, I 
fear, dreadfully deceived. The nor 
maley fringe is even smaller than 
they suppose. Writing is often a 
secret vice practiced by insurance 
men and bank clerks; nothing can be 

done about it. 

Felicitations and 

rences to Mr. Cowley. 

MARIHA BACON 

Boston, Mass. 

hearty concur- 

To the Editors: 

Mr. Malcolm Cowley quotes a 
part of a sentence from an article of 
mine in the American Imago. 1 

should like to quote the rest of the 

sentence for the information of those 
readers who may be interested: [The 
interpretation quoted by Mr. Cowley 
is} “an adult addition to the child- 
hood construction of the negative 
oedipal fantasy.” This is to say that 
while adults, including the author of 
Ivanhoe which 1 am discussing, may 
see the burning of Torquilstone 
castle in association with the sexual 
abuse which Ulrica, the incendiary, 
has suffered, this connotation ts not 

essential to the childhood experi- 
ence out of which it grew in Scott's 
mind. 

‘To correct the impression that, as 
Mr. Cowley says, my students are 
“edifed” by improper language, ‘I 
should like to quote a few sentences 
from the article which he attacks. 
“The analysis of the novel here 
given is not intended as in any way 
complete and exhaustive. Nor is it 
given in the language and manner 
with which a teacher would present 
the novel to his class. It is simply 
intended as a guide to the psycho- 
logical structure of the story on the 
basis of which further analysis and 
discussion could continue.” 

ARTHUR WoRMHOUDT 
St. Cloud, Minn. 

To the Editors: 

I am deeply sorry that my article 
should have caused embarrassment 

to Dr. Wormhoudt. I did not 

state or imply that Dr. Wormhoudt 

followed 

classes. 

the method in his own 

Since writing the article I 
have heard from an independent 
source that Dr. Wormhoudt is a 

teacher with that rare gift of arous 
ing interest and enthusiasm in his 
students. St. Cloud is fortunate to 

have such a teacher on its faculty. 
Matcoum Cow ey 
New York, N. Y. 

Churchill Quip— 

To the Editors: 

In his admirable description of 

“Churchill in His Element” [Septem- 

ber], Mr. Woodrow Wyatt referred 
to) Churchill’s characterization — of 

Prime Minister Ramsay MacDonald 
as ‘The Boneless Wonder.” I was a 

guest in the Press Gallery of the 
House of Commons some twenty-odd 
years ago when, after a long, ram- 
bling, and diffuse speech by Ramsay 
MacDonald, Churchill convulsed a 

crowded House by commenting: 
“The Prime Minister has the most 

remarkable facility of any man I 

know for compressing the largest 
number of words into the smallest 

amount of thought.” 
D. Lukin JOHNSTON 
Vancouver, Canada 

Washington Exodus— 
To the Editors: 

Arthur Moore's article [“Why the 
Businessmen Are Leaving Washing- 
ton,” September] provokes me to rea- 
son that if all these fellows in ques- 
tion had made good, businesslike 
studies of Washington living and 
working conditions, they would 
never have been “dragged” there in 
the first place. Their present exodus 
demonstrates nothing so well as their 
own naiveté. ... 

DutTron SMITH 
Middlebury, Vt. 

To the Editors: 

Arthur Moore's article is good as 
far as it goes. Mr. Moore says that 
President Eisenhower needs “dedi- 
cated young Republicans.” Does 



‘BOTH FREE 
AS YOUR NEW MEMBERSHIP GIFT FROM THE CLASSICS CLUB 

Walter J. Black Invites You to Accept Both of these Beautifully Bound 

and Decorated Editions for Your Personal Library... 
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The Most Famous Anthology of England’s Poetic 

|? 

Literature, Compiled by 

FRANCIS TURNER PALGRAVE 
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HERE is a book treasured wherever English is spoken. A single 
one of its haunting verses, written a thousand years ago by Omar 

the stargazer, is enough to send your imagination soaring far beyond 
the four walls of everyday life. You will arise from your reading re- 
freshed and wiser in the ways of enjoying life's tasks with new vigor 

This beautiful De Luxe Classics Club Edition, containing all five 
versions of the famous FitzGerald translations, is the first of two 
handsome matched volumes which you may now have /ree, as a gift 

wish. 
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Complete with Sir Francis’ 
rst lines. 
Y are essential in any personal library . . 

free as membership gifts! 

ps is the ultimate authority on English verse, from the Eliza- 
bethan simplicity of Ben Jonson to the passionate realities of 

Shakespeare. All of the greatest talents are f. 
Milton, Pope and all the rest. 

nere — Shelley, Keats, 

Notes and Comments, 
Both THE KUBAIYAT and THE GOLDEN 

Here are poems to take into your heart 
read again and again for inspiration and comfort whenever you 

lus a useful 

. both are yours 
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Why The Classics 
omy YOU ADD these two volumes 

to your library as membership gifts 
from The Classics Club? You are invited to 
join today ... and to receive on approval 
beautiful editions of the world’s greatest 
masterpieces. 

These books, selected unanimously by 
distinguished literary authorities, were 
chosen because they offer the greatest en- 
joyment and value to the “pressed for 
time’ men and women of today. 

Why Are Great Books Called ‘‘Classics”’ 

Atrue classic” is a living book that will 
never grow old. For sheer fascination it can 
rival the most thrilling modern novel. Have 
you ever wondered how the truly great 
books have become ‘“‘classics’’? First, be- 
cause they are so readable. They would not 
have lived unless they were read; they 
would not have been read unless they were 
interesting. To be interesting they had to 
be easy to understand. And those are the 
very qualities which characterize these selec- 
tions: readability, interest, simplicity. 
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Only Book Club of Its Kind 
The Classics Club is different from all 

other book clubs. 1. It distributes to its 
members the world's classics at a low 
price. 2. Its members are not obligated 
to take any specific number otf books. 
4. Its volumes (which are being used 
today in many leading colleges and uni- 
versities) are luxurious De Luxe Edi- 
tions — bound in the fine buckram or- 
dinarily used for $5 and $10 bindings. They 
have tinted page tops; are richly stamped in 
pee gold, which will retain its original 
ustre — books you and your children will read 
and cherish for years. 

A Trial Membership Invitation to You 

You are invited to eccont a Trial Membership. 
With your first book will be sent an advance 
notice about future selections. You may reject 
any book you do not wish. You need not take 
any specific number of books — only the ones 
you want. No money in advance, no membership 
fees. You may cancel membership at any time. 

Mail this Invitation Form now. Paper, print- 
ing, bindin costs are rising. This low price — 
and your FREE copies o' THE RUBAIYAT 
and THE GOLDEN TREASURY — cannot be 
assured unless 8 respond Rrynec. THE 
CLASSICS CLUB, Roslyn, L.L.. 
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a ee ee wren ee So een 

Te ee ee de ee ee ee en a a ee he ee 

Club Wants You to Have Both These Books Free 

Walter J. Black, President 

THE CLASSICS CLUB 

Roslyn, L. 1., N. Y. 

Please oneal me as a Trial Member and send 
me, FREE, the beautiful 2-volume De Luxe 
Classics Club Editions of THE RUBAIYAT 
OF OMAR KHAYYAM and THE GOLDEN 
TREASURY, together with the current 
selection. 

I am not obligated to take any specific num- 
ber of books and I am to receive an advance 
description of future selections. Also, I may 
reject any volume before or after | receive it, 
=k may cance! my membership whenever I 
wish. 

For each volume | decide to keep I will send 
you $2.89, plus a few cents mailing charges. 
( Books shipped in U. §. A. only.) 

Mr. 

(Plesse Print Plainly) 

Zone No. 
(if any). 



Mr. Perkins, 
buys a pig 

—and gets some first-hand information on what the 
American meat packing industry does to earn its keep. 

1 “Why is it,’’” Mr. Perkins asked 
*his wife," that you pay more than 
twice as much for pork chops as 
~~ are bringing on the farm? 

e will buy a whole pig—have 
pork chops more often and save 
a lot of money, too.”’ 

There is quite a bit of difference 
*between pork on the hoof and pork 
in the refrigerator. He had to hire 
somebody to turn the pig into 
eatin’ meat. 

3 

5 After cutting up, the 180 lbs. of 
*pork had shrunk to only 135 Ibs. 
of meat cuts—onlv 10 lbs. of which 
were center cut chops. The hams 
still had to be cured, bacon smoked 
and sliced, sausage made. 

2 So Mr. P. drove to the country, | 
*bought a very choice 240-lb. pig | 
(he hadn’t known they ran so big). | 
He also found out that... 

LETTERS 

Mr. Moore, or President Eisenhower, 
think anyone would be so naive as to 
“dedicate” himself to the government 
alter the shambles Mr. Philip Young 
and the Republican party made of 
civil service? RUTH SZOLD ZEISLER 

Washington, D. C,. 

What’s in a Name— 

To the Editors: 

While we. are on the subject of 
trying names [“Who the Hell is 
Holy, Fair, and Wise?” in the June 
issue, and Mabel Gillespie’s letter in 
September] how about Emma? 

Mabel does mean “beloved or 
beautiful,” but Emma means “grand- 
mother or nurse.” Pretty stimulating! 

Novelists frequently have a 
maiden Aunt Em, preferably a_re- 
signed victim of circumstances, 
among their characters, poets shun 
the name, and popular song writers 
carefully avoid it. 

Girls named Emma 

Get in no dilemma. 

EuiMA MitterR REINHARDT 

Phila., Pa. 

| Flow about the heroine of Jane Aus- 

i ten’s Emma?—The Editors.| 

When it was dressed, his 240-lb. 
xig had shrunk to only 180 lbs. 
it still had to be turned into 
kitchen cuts by somebody skilled 
at that sort of thing. 

6 “I much prefer to be able to pick 
and choose just the cuts I want — 
when I want them,” said Mrs. 
Perkins. ‘“‘With packers and re- 
tailers on the job, I know any cut 
I want will be available when I 
want it.”’ 

AMERICAN MEAT INSTITUTE 
Headquarters, Chicago Members throughout the U. S. 

Fabulous Experiment— 
To the Editors: 

Cameron Hawley’s article, “Indo- 
nesia, the Fabulous Experiment,” in 

your August issue recalled a lecture 
I heard last year in) Washington. 
The speaker was M. Maramis, First 
Secretary of the Indonesian Embassy, 
and he spoke to us of the struggles 
and aspirations of his nation. Among 

the means to reduce illiteracy he 
stressed an ingeniously simple de- 
vice: every man and woman who 
has mastered reading and writing is 
called upon to teach ten other peo- 
ae 

Another point of interest which 
emerges from the article was illus- 

trated by Mr. Maramis’ talk. It ap- 
pears that Asian peoples, much as 
they despise their former Western 
overlords, are eager to adopt West- 

ern culture: Mr. Maramis mentioned 
with particular pride that the com- 
plete works of Shakespeare have 
been translated into Malay. 

ANNA BRENNER 
Fredericksburg, 



Announcing Music-APPRECIATION RECORDS 
TO HELP YOU UNDERSTAND MUSIC BETTER AND ENJOY IT MORE 

ON ONE SIDE there is a full performance of a 

great musical work, featuring 
orchestras and soloists of recognized distinction in this 

country and abroad. You listen to this performance first, 
or afterward, as you desire, and then 

= = 

ON THE OTHER SIDE * an illuminating an 

alysis of the music, with 

the themes and other features of the work demonstrated 

separately by orchestra or soloist with running explana 
tory comment, so that you can learn what to listen for 

a 68 

A NEW IDEA OF THE BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB 
A' L TOO FREQUENTLY, most of us are 

aware, we do not listen to good music 

with due understanding and appreciation 

There is no doubt about the reason: we 

are not properly primed about what to 

listen for. Music-Appriciarion Recorps 

meet this need—for a fuller understanding 

of music—better than any means ever de 

vised. After hearing several of these rec 

ords, all the music you listen to is trans 

formed, because you learn in general what 

to listen for. This highly enjovable form of 

selt-education can be as thorough as the 

Music-Appreciation courses given in any 

university 

YOU SUBSCRIBE BUT TAKE ONLY THE 

RECORDS YOU WANT A new Must 

Appriciation Recorp will be issued—for 

subscribers only—every month. Ultimately 

| As a demonstration 

WILL YOU ACCEPT 

WITHOUT CHARGE 

‘Beethoven's Fifth Symphony 
A NEW RECORDING BY TH! LONDON SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA 

THOMAS SCHERMAN, Analyst Name NORMAN DEL MAR, Conductor 

Ou HAVE Harp this great work countless times—what 

have you heard in it? And what may you have failed 

all the great masterpieces of music will be 

included. The announcement about each 

forthcoming record will be written by 

Deems Taylor. After reading this descrip- 

tive essay (presented in a form that can be 

kept for long use) you may take the record 

or not, as you decide at the time. You are 

nol obligated as a subscriber to take any 

specified number of records. And, of course, 

you may stop the subscription at your pleas 

ure—at any time! 

TWO TYPES OF RECORDS AT A RELA- 

TIVELY LOW COST All Music-Appri 

ciation Recorns will be high-fidelity, long 

playing records of the highest quality 

33'4 R.P_M. on Vinylite. They will be of 

two kinds: first, a so-called Standard Rec 

ord—a twelve-inch disc—which will present 

the pertormance on one side, the analysis 

on the other. This will be sold at $3 00, 

to subscribers only. The 

Analysis-Only Record --a ten-inch disc — 

priced at $2.40. The latter will be made 

available each month for any 

other will be an 

thscriber 

who may already have a satistactory long 

playing record of the work being presented. 

(A small charge will be added to the prices 

above to cover postage and handling.) 

TRY A ONE-MONTH SUBSCRIPTION — 

NO OBLIGATION TO CONTINUE... 

Why not make a simple trial, to see if 

these records are as pleasurable and as en- 

lightening as you may anticipate? The first 

record, Brertuoven’s Fiera Sympnony, 

will be sent to you at once-—at no charge 

You may end the subscription immediately 

after hearing this record, or you may cancel 

any time thereafter. 

ie : 
~ 

(ty ™- | PLEASE RETURN ONLY IF YOU HAVE A RECORD PLAYER WHICH CAN 
PLAY 33% &.P.M. LONG-PLAYING RECORDS 

4 

‘ ‘ag m 

Vf 

(Ame. 
\= Ke 

4 

Address 

jee Cit 
to hear? This demonstration will show you what you my 

may have been missing in listening to great music. 

Book-of-the-Month Club, 
MUSIC-APPRECIATION RECORDS eS 
345 Hudson Street, New York 14 

Please send me 

\ Beethoven's Fifth Symphony, without charge, and enter my name in a 

Trial Subscription to Musi Appriciation 

tions stated above. It is anderstood that, as a subscriber, | am not 

obligated to buy any specified number of records, and may take only 

those | want. Also, | may cancel this 

first record, or any time thereatter at my pleasure, but the introduc 

tory record is free in any case 

’ 

once the “he Music Apparctation Ricorn 

Kicorvs, under the condi 

subscription after hearing this 

(Please Print 



The Easy Chatr 

Bernard DeVoto 

In the Horse Latitudes 

F THE numerous calendars in use, solar, 

civil, ecclesiastical, and fiscal, none fits 

the movements of American society. The 

calendar to which we refer our feelings and be- 

havior is based neither on the equinox nor the 

paschal moon but on an event in the month of 

September, the trouble with which is that it is 

variable, depending on who you are and what 
your habits are. New Year's Day comes in Septein- 

ber all right but is it the “Tuesday after Labor 
Day, the day after the family gets back from the 
beach, the day school opens (here the variation 
may be three weeks), o1 

college? 

Registration Day at 

Even the white sales cannot be sure. 
This indeterminateness, which corresponds to 

the inability of astronomical calendars to syn- 
chronize the lunar month with the solar year, 
further retards the naturally slow pickup of the 
human mechanism when it gets back to work. 
In 1954 the drag of a slow start was even more 
marked than usual, and more frustrating to an 

observer. No one was able to say with assur: 

ance what the Americans were heading toward 
in the year that began sometime in September. 
On the other hand, it was easy to determine 
where they were on that New Year's Day. “They 
were in a region which can be precisely located 
on a map and one which is notorious for cross- 
currents. If they had a course, which was an 
arguable question, they weren't steering it by 
either the stars or the compass. 

Their apathetic mood appears to have been 
anticipated and shared by our poets, intuitive 
men all. As a rule, the fall poetry season opens 
with a greater splendor than the rest of the year 
lives up to, but the show this year was mediocre. 
A carbonated soft drink for modern living had 
been born. ‘To the patina of soft, supple leather 
a dash of moondust had been added. Betting 

that the talk about cancer of the lungs would 

increase the national hypochondria, someone 

had created a Milady Pipe in four colors. “The 

lyrists of women’s wear could soar no higher than 

the adjective “slinky,” though there was a girdle 

that might change your life. 

Touch ‘n ‘Tingle. 

Men’s socks were 

The girls could assure their 

legs a gentle misty look. 
Phis last was an omen, in fact it proved to be 

the tipoff if you stayed with the poets. To the 

five established complexions, ivory, pink, med- 

ium, olive, and sepia, a newly discovered one 

had been added; its name was Radiant. Now 

the extraordinary energy and the long life of the 

queen bee, so the poem went on, are due to the 

food, called “royal jelly,” 

the worker bees. (The workers are partially 

developed females.) Scientists in white jackets 

working in our own laboratories had now added 
this regal substance to a couple of cosmetics which 

that other sovereign, Her Majesty the American 
Woman, could pat into her own cheeks at bed- 

time. 

amassed for her by 

It would confirm her superiority to the 

only partially developed and might qualify her 
to lay 1,200 egys a day—the queen bee does. 
Being French, the products were a threat to the 
American economy and might lead to quota re- 
strictions and a hike in the import duty. But 
American enterprise refused to wait for protec- 
tion and reacted swiftly; an American firm 
announced a night’) cream which’ contained 

serum, presumably blood serum, and a_ jigger 
of amniotic fluid. So much for reciprocal bees. 

HE bearing of all this gradually became 
evident as one worked his way through 
the two leading journals of lyric poetry. 

The illustrations showed that while we weren't 
looking, a cultural upheaval had occurred, in 
fact a revolution. Sketched or photographed, 
in the ads or in the texts, the models who were 



THE EASY 

to fill the daydreams of Her Majesty were more 
pyknic than any we have seen for a long time. 

They were not the girls we had grown used to in 
these pages—elongated, chlorotic, slant-eyed and 

anemically depraved, with a touch of — the 
Absinthe Drinker and a touch of rickets. They 

were a radically different fantasy of loveliness, 
moderately parabolic, rounded to a circumspect 
degree but by no means buxom, attractive but 

not, God forbid, seductive, part honors senior at 

srvnn Mawr, part airline hostess. Their expres- 

sion was reassuring, or possibly dissuasive—the 

right word for that discreetly Radiant compiex- 

ion and for that grave, sincere smile was hard 
to find. The American Woman in the fall of 

"*>4 would be—well, “wholesome” did not say all 

of it and neither did “candid.” While the 

observer hestitated over “aseptic,” Vogue said it 
with authority: she would have The New Gentle 
Look. Jot down the phrase: it describes more 
than the acceptable female exterior for fall. 

CURRENT fashion in bars, for instance. The 

cocktail called was invented 

lor people in need of such a right hook 
to the solar plexus 

the Gibson 

as undiluted gin delivers. 
But as we entered the serene season, along Madi- 

son Avenue, where most of our poetry is com- 

posed, people were asking for a “Gibson on the 

rocks.” Tt was a contradiction; by 

diluting the gin it forfeited the only excuse the 
Gibson has ever had: but it signified a mood 
which, as anyone could see, was spreading widely. 

A traffic cop in Hlinois ways moved to tear up a 

nonsensical 

ticket and to apologize to a motoris? for having 

used, the dispatch said, “unseemly language.” 
In Las Vegas a performing tiger had to give up 

its Equity card because it had scratched a night 
club singer. Even Oklahoma was gentling; a 
hero out of Western fiction who got a loop round 

a cattle mastler and Claimed a long-standing re- 
ward from the stock association learned that it 

had stood unclaimed for so long that there were 
no funds for it. The Times came up with a 
word that is sure to travel the length of Madison 
Avenue; it is “pogonotrophy” and means the 
growing of beards, not necessarily in Competition 
with Commander Whitehead. But) the new 

look’s gentlest flowering was the majority report 
on Senator McCarthy, Senator 

ating with the Snow Maiden. 
Carol’s and Edna’s complexion was not Radi- 

ant, they were throwbacks to pre-gentle times, 
and the New Englanders had to endure their 

third and fourth hurricanes in’ sixteen years. 
After the first one the New Bedtord Standard- 

Times, a difhdent, solt-spoken newspaper, de- 

nounced the Weather Bureau, 

getting that it belongs to a Department of 
Commerce that is now soundly Republican. 

Calling hurricanes by the names of girls, the 
editorial said, was coy, facetious, and inappro- 

priate. The Bureau replied that it had done its 

Dirksen collabor- 

possibly for- 

* wrong with it? 

CHAIR 9 

best to work out designations which others would 
accept but no sale. Storms kept forming, no 

matter what Vogue said: vou had to give them 
identifying and differentiating labels: experi- 
ments with numbers and the alphabet had pro- 

duced confusion. Most of us supposed that the 

practice had originated with George Stewart's 

Junior Meteorologist in Storm, and just what is 
Calling a disturbance Maria may 

have suggested something of its nature before 
the U.S. went decorous, and may be comforting 

to lonely weather-watchers. New Bedford would 

have fared no differently if it had been struck by 

Lambda Zero Three Coethcient K. 

But Senator Rhode 

more about 

Green ol 

serious complaint 

Bureau, 

Island had a 

the Weather 

He asserted that it had failed to give 

adequate advance warning of the first stonm: and, 
till much too late, had failed to describe as a 

hurricane what was on the way. (No such criti- 

cism could be about the treatment of 

Edna; we were hearing about her before she got 

out of the delivery room.) [| have no wav. of 

checking what happened in Rhode Island but 
the Boston Bureau was calling the storm a hur- 
ricane some hours before it got here: friends of 

mine on Cape Cod report that they got as much 

notice as they could use and conclude that. cer- 

tain tragedies near them resulted not from lack 

of warning but from failure to listen to the 
radio. T doubt a columnist’s allegation that, 

the Rhode Island 

sixty-mile gale insterd of a 
hotises were blown down 

sent crashing to the ground... and light, power, 
and telephone service were climinated.” “The 

seventy-five-mile word would not have shored up 

a single tree, and both the and the 

Senator missed a point. Perhaps the man at 

Providence was on Schedule C and aware that 

the Hatch Act forbids political activity. We need 

hot expect: Westinghouse to show us Betty 
Furness beaming while the iceman stows a filty- 
pound chunk in’ the refrigerator, though in 

Cambridge, in the wake of Carol, we paid a 

dollar for the chunk. 

made 

because Bureau forecast a 

hurricane, “many 

ancient trees were 

columnist 

Tis a muted season. When the McCarthy 
tricd to get into his aet Senator 

Watkins’ committee, the gentleman from 

Utah broke sharply with the practice adopted 
by Mr. Mundt. He told Stentor that he was out 

of order, shut him up, and from then on held 

him to points at issue. One would have expected 

the first bang of that gavel to resound across the 
country and to go on echoing for 

belore 

a Jong time. 

Instead, it dwindled away as if muffled by sound. 
proofing material. “The fact is puzzling and we 
had better not explain it too confidently. In 
August I traveled from the Charles to Puget 
Sound and back by a zigzag course that doubled 
the mileage, stopping at a number of places 
I had visited six months carlier. Everywhere I 
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837. TOULOU: EC PORTFOLIO. 
Lautrec's pene of a Poe o cabaret and brothel, 
depicted in ten lendi -i0 roductions. 
Introd. & notes on the loves pre i Nebbia. English 
text. Imp. from Italy. 9%” x 12”. Special 1.00 

674, BENHAM’S BOOK OF QUOTATIONS. 
In addition to the many thousands of famous and 
sare quotations from American and English authors 
there on included proverbs, phrases, maxims, an 
sayings from modern and ancient sources and such 
languages as w, Arabic, Greek, Latin, French, 
German, Italian, ~ Dutch, etc. 1384 pages with 
supplement and Pub. at'$7.50. Only 2.98 

B46. TOREROS—BULLFIGHT PRINTS. 
All the dtama and grace of bull-fighting captured in 
this portfolio of four full-color reproductions of Nico 
waterculors. With or a framing, these prints 
convey that rare ¢ and emo- 
tional tension found in bull. fagiting, arenas. Each meas- 
ures 11” x 14”, Pub. at $5.00. All four, only 1.00 

342. ROME. 
By L. Salvatorelli. A must for everyone interested in 
this great cultural center. A_ brilliant collection 

magnificent photographs (with cuplanstory 
notes) showing every important edifice and work of 
art in and around The 90 page English text 
takes you on a tour through Antique, Old Christian, 
ares Renaissance, Baroque and Modern Rome. 
1 from Italy. Pub. at $6.00. Only 2.98 

968. OOPS! WRONG STATEROOM! 
“A See-Going Tale,"’ by Syd Hoff. 120 pages of full- 
pase cartoons and running commentary in which 4 
amous cartoonist makes a laugh-riot of » 7 [3 

on on a Caribbean cruise. Pub. at $2.95. 

575. WLUSTRATED GUIDE TO SEX 
HAPPINESS IN MARRIAGE. 

By Lucia Radi, M.D. In simple, frank, straightfor- 
ward language and photographs, this little volume 
presents all the basic information that every married 
couple needs to ° Special 1.00 

349. INTERNATIONAL POSTER ANNUAL. 
Outstanding 1951 collection of nearly 400 outstanding 

mm posters—19 in full color—by 200 of the ar 
known artists and designers of 200 countries. faye 
1114” cloth bound volume. Pub. af $10.00. Only 3.98 
852. MY MOTHER'S HOUSE & SIDO. 
By Colette. Two stories based on her own life by 
France's ‘‘terrifyingly feminine’’ author. A unique 
story excellently translated. Pub. at $3. 30. Only 1.98 

847. THE SECRET SELF. 
By Theodor Reik. Psychoanalytic experiences in life 
and literature revealing the inner processes behin 
the works of creative artists from Shakespeare to Cole 
Porter, from Ibsen and Goethe to —- Martin and 
Rogers and Hammerstein. 329 pages. Pub. y. fa a. 

Only 

B36. PICASSO PORTFOLIO. 
The ten splendid, tipped-in plates, illustrative of 
every period of Picasso's pamting, are eminently 
suitable for coming. Introd. & notes on the plates by 
Umbro A ce English text. Imp. from Italy. 
9%" x 12 Special 1.00 

850. INTERNATIONAL POSTER ANNUAL. 
a 1932 collection of 337 carefully selected 

in color—of outstanding poster art by 
the ‘leading artists of 25 different countrics. 9” x 
114%” cloth-bound volume. Pub. at $10.00. Only 2.98 

998. CHILDREN’S CLASSICS. 
he six great children's stories of all time now in 

a beautiful set with vari-colored bindin 
Sawyer, Huckleberry Finn, Last of the Meniacn 
Robinson Crusoe, Black 7 ° vue Thousand 
Leagues Under the Sea. Pub, 2.b0, 

' six, only 3.88 

813. MODERN HEBREW. 
By Eliezer Rieger, of the University of Jerusalem. 
Presents a thorough, easy-to- — course for the 
teaching of Hebrew as a en language. 
Complete with vocabulary lists, grammatical nT So 
tions, etc. Pub, at $3.75, 

M 
Beeticelli Rekeos. Thom Blane + poy Renoir, Cezanne 
Degas, Modigliani “Mat Picasso, et al. E lish 
text, $14” x @. Pub, at $2.50. Special 1.00 

358. PARIS—Seen by the —. 
het Pairault. 60 reproductions of paintin 

illo, Matisse, Manet, Van and their PY Oty 
artists who and understood Paris and the secret 
of her harmonies. 542” x 8”. English text. Pub. at 
$2.50. Only 1.00 

226. GAUGUIN. 
fobe Rewald’s monumental volume on Paul Gauguin. 
He gat atest page | qe a breathtaking panorama of 

-known paintings, with partic- 
~ 4 A = * his Tahitian period, 16 of them are 
reproduced in vibrant full-color and tipped-in. 150 
superb monotone plates. Text in French and English 
comments on the artist's bizarre life. Beautiful 10” x 
12%” volume. Pub. at $7.50. Only 2.98 

600. ORIENTAL LOVE POEMS. 
The perfect gift! papal 7%" x 10” cloth-bound 
volume, handsomely 0 contemporary poetry 
of romance is comparable to these 86 l —~ by the 
poets of Persia, China, Japan, Arabia, Armenia, etc. 
All new English renderings by Frances Stillman, with 
eight poo illustrations by Jacob Getler Smith, 
Pub. at $5.00. Only 1.98 

599. WORD ORIGINS AND THEIR 
ROMANTIC STORIES. 

Wilfred Funk. Reveals the fascinating derivations 
more than 3000 words in common use, with un- 

usual stories you can ms to spark any conversation. 
432 pages. Pub. at $4.9 Only 1.98 

A99. BRAQUE SILK-SCREEN PRINT. 
Superb silk-screen reproduction si <a -¥ Braque’s 
“Still Life with Melon and Pipe n a perfect 
oy of browns and greens the contemporary 
French founder of Cubism es created a magnificent 
still life. Measuring 18” high x 24” wide, this print 
makes a handsome addition to any room. A Marboro 
Exclusive! Only 2.98 

A63. PICASSO: THE WHITE CLOWN. 
You have never seen this famous Picasso painting in 
a more striking reproduction. It has been hand- 
screened in full-color by the skilled silk-screen process 
on an ele =; ae cocoa brown stock. Measures 
13” wide 0” high—a size preferred by home dec- 
orators for Boon Pub. at fio. 00. Now only 1.98 

953. THE DRAWINGS OF HENRY FUSELI. 
By Nicolas Powell. With 64 pages of superlative 
half-tone reproductions of drawings from British 
museums and private collections—most never pub- 
lished befure. Pub. at $5.00. Only 2.49 

952. THE DRAWINGS OF GUARDI. 
By J. Byam Shaw. Including a unique collection of 
80 superb half-tone reproductions representative of 
all types ot drawings by Guardi. Pub. at $5.00. 

Only 2.49 

Pada cory y female nudes by 

966. THE BRITISH COURT. 
Ifan Kyrle Fletcher presents a simple, 7" 
pistons of the British Court today, and the story 

hind its traditions and ceremonies. A standard 
Mlustrated with 

Only 1.00 
work, invaluable for the tourist. 
photographs. Pub. at $2.50 

937. AN INTERPRETATION OF 
SHAKESPEARE. 

Hardin Craig, Prof. of Shakespeare, U.N.C., bril- 
liantly discusses all of Shakespeare's plays, sonnets 
and long poems. Pub. at $5.00. Special 1.98 

30. GREAT SYSTEMS OF YOGA. 
By Professor Ernest Wood. Practical guide to Yoga 
as an aid to modern living. Explains how to attain 
increased power and faculty, poise, conservation of 
energy and how to reach the deeper layers of con- 
es which most people never experience. Pub. 
at $3.5 Only 1.98 

590. A TREASURY OF GRAND OPERA. 
Ed. by Henry W. Simon. Here are the stories, the 
histories, the stage pictures, and the principal music 
of seven masterworks of grand epera—Don Giovanni 
Lohengrin, La Traviata, Faust, Carmen, Aida an 
Pagliacci, Over 400 pases including 300 pages of 
music, 40 illustrations b: Rafael Busoni. 7 in color. 

handsomely bound, 9” x 12” gift volume. Pub. at 
50. Only 3.88 

739. THE ART OF TEACHING. 
By Gilbert Highs. A minor Same by a great teacher. 
A soft-bound Vintage Boo 95¢ 

e LA BAS. 
By J. . K. Huysmans. Imported from Paris. A drama 
et unlike any story ever written. Illustrated 
i 7 unigue drawings by Felicien Rops one trans, trans- 
ated aly 1.00 

$m, Dr. aie’ Foner. beng ope” eather on Thomas 5 oy 
son has compiled and edited the best 1-volume collec- 
tion of Jefferson's writi including his celebrated 
correspondence. Pub. at $2.95. Only 1.49 

713. BENJAMIN FRANKLIN. 
Two-volume boxed set containing: Franklin's Auto- 
biographical Writings selected & ed. Carl _. 
Doren, 810 pages; and BENJAMIN FR NKLIN: 
Bioeapey, Carl Van oa 845 pages, yt 4 
vol. boxed set. Pub. at $12 Only 4.88 

711. BOSWELL IN HOLLAND. 
as. i. vy Frederick A. Pottle. The second volume in 

ale Editions of the Private Papers of James 
ole, Pub. at $6.00, Only 2.98 

FABULOUS OFFER! 
SAVE 80% AND MORE! 

20” x 26” Silk-Screen Reproductions of 
DEGAS’ BALLET SCENES 

Four masterpieces from the brush of Edgar Degas, 
reproduced with all the delicacy and charm of 
the originals. Here is the grace of the Parisian 
Ballet as — Edgar ages could capture it. Silk- 
screened on finest quality, tinted, deckle-edged 
paper. The overall , a of 20” x 26” allows ample 
space for seamen. These Degas Ballet weal m 
your home will compliment to your a 
taste. Only a limited quantity is available at 
these sharply cut prices so act immediately! 
B18. SEATED DANCER. 
Printed area: 16” high x 20” wide. Silk-screened 
on a pastel green sheet. Pub. at $6.00. Only 1.00 

B19. THREE STANDING DANCERS. 
Printed arca: 16” high x 21” wide. Silk-screened 
on a pastel green sheet. Pub. at $6.00. Only 1.00 

B20. STUDY OF A DANCER IN PROFILE. 
Printed area: 21” high x 15” wide. Silk-screened 
on a pastel blue sheet. Pub. at $6.00. Only 1.00 

821. STANDING DANCER. 
Printed area: 21” high x 15” wide. Silk-screened 
on a pastel blue sheet. Pub. at $6.00. Only 1.00 

822. MATCHED SET. 
All four of these charming silk-screen prints. Pul. 
at $24.00. Only 3.88 

843. SHAKESPEARE MEMORIAL THEATER. 
By Ivor Brown & Anthony Quayle. Elaborate photo- 
graphic record of scenes from Shakespeare's plays 
recently performed in the famous theater at Stratford- 
on-Avon (1948-1950). 117 photos reveal highlights 
of 21 different performances. 8” x 10” cloth-coveied 
volume. Pub, at $4.50 Only 1.08 

442. CATHOLIC SHRINES OF THE HOLY 

LAND. 
By the Very Reverend Paschal Kinsel. With 150 
original photographs and 8 pages in full color. 
This beautiful volume, the first of its kind, presents 
in panoramic fashion, the great shrines of ‘the Holy 
Land, their history and their — to Christians 
throughout the world. Pub. at $5.00 Only 1.08 

583. HEBREW CRIMINAL LAW. 
By Hyman E. Goldin. An authoritative guide to the 
cunglen subject of Hebrew criminal jurisprudence as 
formulated by the Jews in the centuries before and 
immediately erg the beginning of the Christian 
era. Pub. at $4.7 Only 1.98 

286. THE DELECTABLE MOUNTAINS. 
By Douglas Busk. Exciting tales of climbing and 
skiing in the Alps, the -y America and Canada, 
South Africa and Persia. 5 dangerous years of ex- 
ploits and experiences on the mountains of the world 
described in detail in this fascinating story. Illustrated 
with 43 of the author's own photographs and 4 over- 
sized fold-out maps of mountaineering Sn 
Pub. at $4.00, nly 1.49 

814. AESTHETICS AND HISTORY 
By Bernard Berenson. The substance of the theory of 
art held by the most famous art historian of all time. 
Here are the guiding ideas which underlie his jude- 
ment. Soft-bound Anchor Book, 85¢ 

800. EDMUND WILSON: “ye Essays. 
Major pieces on the life and work of Hemingway, 
Shaw and Dickens plus waning on the lives of the 
Marquis de Sade and Harold Laski. Soft-bound 
Anchor 85¢ 

+ ag oor K TRAGEDY. 
ito. e firss American publication 

a cris Pritam, Fe oe gt hi oe detailed study 
of the plays of Aesch ocles and Euri 
des. Soft: aS Anchor “book, 1 Os 

994. THE WANING OF THE MIDDLE AGES. 
By J. Huizinga. A brilliant picture of life and art in 
bs pd _ t Netherlands at pod a of the — 

Renaissance. Sof Book. 

GREAT SA 1.E 
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B75. FRIEZE FROM A CHINESE TEMPLE. 
A silk screen reproduction in red pigment. A unique 
and exciting piece of art! This magnificent silk-screen 
reproduction by Albert Urban of a priceless Chinese 
ae made over 2000 years ago is the per- 
fect center of interest for that important wall in your 
home. Every mark, every scar on the stone appears 
as it was executed by the Chinese master of the Shang 
dynasty. Large 18” x 56” silk-screen reproduction— 
classic chariot scene blends with modern or traditional 
settings. Published at $22.00. Very special only 4.95 

954. MASTERPIECES OF THE PRADO. 
A magnificent 12%” x 914” volume of 84 carefully 
chosen plates, 20 in full color of Durer, Van Dyck, 
Goya, El Greco, Raphael and Titian masterworks, 
to name only a few. With introduction by the Curator 
of the Prado. Pub. at $8.50. nly 4. 
962. THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 

MAXIM GORKY. 
Translated by Isidor Schneider. Originally in 3 vol- 
umes, and long out of print, this unforgettable auto- 
biography has been described by the New Republic 
as ‘‘one of the greatest life stories in literature.’’ 
616 pages. Pub. at $3.75. Only 1.49 

965. FLORENCE. 
By Edward Hutton. In this book, illustrated with 
full-page photographs, the beautiful city on the 
Arno comes alive. Brilliant vignettes of the 
Medici, famous artists—descriptions of churches, 
palaces, art treasures. Pub. at $4.50. Only 1.98 

949. LINCOLN AND GREELEY. 
By Harlan Hoyt Horner. A new Lincoln story, cover- 
ing in richly documented detail the dramatic points 
at which the lives of these famous contemporaries 
touched. Over 400 pages. Pub. at $6.00. Only 2.98 

971. FRENCH THOUGHT IN THE 

18th CENTURY. 
Writings of France's giants of philosophical thought. 
Rousseau and Voltaire, presented by Romain Rolland 
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By Alfred Einstein, A living book of wonderful, swift 
simplicity about a living and far from simple subject. 
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War II. A soft-bound Vintage Book. 95¢ 
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radhapura in the jungles of Ceylon; the Jivaros of 
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818. TURBULENT ERA. 
By Joseph C. Grew. The much-praised, day-to-day 
diary of one of America’s top diplomats from 1904 
through 1945. His eye-witness accounts of the begin- 
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774. POCKET HISTORY OF FREEMASONRY. 
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Collected by Donald: Webster Cory. Stories about 
sexual deviation by D. H. Lawrence, Stefan Zweig, 
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819. DE SADE—Selected Writings. 
Ed. and trans. by Leonard de Saint-Yves. Extracts 
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of illustrations. Pub. at $5.00, Only 2.98 
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By Iona Piath. A comprehensive guide to the tra- 
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graphs, sketches, line drawings and 32 pages in full 
color. 9” x 12”, Pub. at $10.00. Only 3.98 

913. PATTERNS & CEREMONIALS OF 
THE INDIANS OF THE SOUTHWEST. 

Over 100 lithographs and drawings by Ira Mos- 
kowitz. Text by John Collier. Handsome 91,” x 
12” limited, numbered edition, each copy signed 
by artist and author. Pub. at $15.00. nly 4.88 

976. AESTHETICS, 
By James K. Feiblenan, A study of the fine arts ia 
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696. BROADWAY SCRAPBOOK. 
By Brooks Atkinson, With 26 drawings by Hirsch- 
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Pub. at $3.00, Only 1.00 
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ranged in a handsome volume by Saul Steinberg. 
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993. THE PADEREWSKI MEMOIRS. 
By Paderewski and Mary Lawton. These memoirs 
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and confidant, 41 illustrations--over 400 pages. Pub. 
at $6.00, nly 1.98 
992. BYRON: A SELF-PORTRAIT. 
Ed. by Peter Quennell. A complete picture of the 
poet's extraordinary and dramatic life as he himself 
described it in his letters and diaries, 2 vols., boxed. 
Pub. at $10.00, Only 3.98 

978. TOWBOAT RIVER. ; 
By Edwin & Louise Rosskam, A magnificent pic- 
ture record of the towboats on the Mississippi 
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tographers, A giant a a book, 9% x 11” with 
244 illustrations. Pub, at $7.50. Only 1.98 

421. NAKED HOLLYWOOD, : 
Weegee, the fabulous photographer, has turned his 
camera on that most incredible of all places. Here 
is NAKED HOLLY WOOD--shocking, cupengoenty 
funny and artistically brilliant. 8” x 11%. Pub at 
$5.00. Only 1.98 

997. DECORATIVE ART OF VICTORIA'S ERA. 
By Frances Lichten, With 96 pages of illustrations 
and 14 two-color pages. A beguiling panorama of the 
whole Victorian way of Ite. 9” x 12” 
$12.50. 

984. IMPRESSIONISTS AND SYMBOLISTS. 
By Lionello Venturi, The work of the great French 
painters from Manet to Lautree discussed and illus- 
trated, 217 reproductions, Pub, at $5.00. Only 2.98 

985, MODERN PAINTERS. , 
By Lionello Venturi. The great authority on painting 
discusses the work of Goya, Constable, David, Ingres, 
Delacroix, Corot, Daumier and Courbet. Hus. with 
over 150 reproductions. Pub, at $5.00. Only 2.98 

923. CONNOISSEUR CORONATION BOOK. 
A giant of a book, 944" x 12”. Articles and nearly 
200 illustrations (inc, 6 full pages in color) on gems 
and jewels, tojal French furniture, enamels, heraldry, 
masterpieces of painting in the Royal collection, etc, 
Pub. at $5.09, Only 1.00 

851. INTERNATIONAL WINDOW DISPLAY. 
By Walter Herdeg. Fabulous guide to modern store 
window and interior displays in famous shops here 
and in Europe. The works of 200 leading artists and 
designers discussed and illustrated with more than 
400 photugrapns—many in full color, "<4 a 

x 12” cloth-bound volume, Pub, at $12.50. Only 3. 
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THE EASY CHAIR 

went it was apparent that people 
were talking about the bullroarer 

| much less than they had been earlier 
in the year. But why? 

For one thing, he had been pretty 
much out of the headlines and off 
the air since the hearings of the 
Mundt Committee. Maybe the ex- 
perience of quiet, which we had not 
had for so long we were forgetting 

|it was possible, was so blessed that 
people did not want to break the 

ispell. Maybe the cynicism of the 
procedures at the hearings, the venal 
rigging of everything in his favor, his 
contemptuous flouting and the chair- 
man’s timorous flouting of principles 
that most people revere, the daily 
/revelation of the grossness of his 
|mind—maybe the sum of these con- 
vinced the fringe who up till then 
had avoided judgment. Maybe peo- 
|ple who had not previously de 

'tected the paranoia and the gang- 
fight tactics in his routine now saw 
|them for what they were. Maybe, 
and this would be the most welcome 
reading, the fate that is certain to 

| overtake all public performers has 
|now reached him and = he_ bores 
| people. 

Any of these explanations would 
permit us to hope that the shrinkage 
he has undergone will be perma- 
nent, and that Senator Watkins’ re- 
fusal to be scared, overawed, or even 

“TALK ABOUT ‘LONG-RUN’ disconcerted by him will progres- 
sively embolden others. But the real 

Pa FAVORITES, WHITEY, explanation may be different: the 
e peculiar season we are experiencing. 

HOW ABOUT THIS ONE? Maybe McCarthy, his a and_ his 

rn “i future, and his implications are 

among the subjects about which the 
| public, at the moment, hasn't got 
| any feelings positive enough to 
‘oon 

*RIGHT YOU ARE, i A ‘ -_ is fact that there are a good 

BLACKIE, BLACK & WHITE nr part of the public is feeling strongly 
SCOTCH WHISKY IS THE BIG , about establishes our _ position 

,on the map. The northeast trades, 
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The Secteh , s (Tarailec- because “cargoes of livestock some- 
}times had to be thrown overboard 

BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY 86.8 PROOF . \for lack of water.” It is a region of 

’ calms, of light and variable winds, 
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THE EASY CHAIR 

where progress in any direction takes 
a weary time, where such breezes as 
there are succeed one another with- 
out meaningful sequence and = no 
breeze blows for very long. Since 
early summer the United States has 
been in the Horse Latitudes. 

About six weeks before Congress 
adjourned, the Administration real- 
ized that it could do something 
about the division of its forces, took 
hold, and did do something. It got 
from Congress more than in May it 
seemed likely to but less than it could 

have got if it had tried earlier, and 
much less than its original and con- 
tinuing advertising told us it was 
going to get. (A lot of people have 
written to me asking what happened 
to the Hope-Aiken grazing bill and 
the bill to authorize Echo Park Dam. 
Both of them died in the closing 
days of the session. Though that 
verb is technically accurate, in actual 
fact both were killed: the opposition 
licked them. It may well be that 
the grazing bill is licked for good. 
The forces lined up behind the 
Hope-Aiken bill were not enough to 
pass it and they were greater, it 
scems likely, than any that can again 

be mobilized in support of its ob- 

jectives.) The reviews of the session 

which the newspapers published im- 

mediately after the adjournment 

seemed to be based on the public 

mood. The praise which the Repub- 

lican papers dished out was remark- 

ably tepid, and the disparagement 

of Democratic editorial writers, what 

there are of them, was of about the 

same strength. 

EGISLATION, decision, social action 

Page by default nothing gets 
very far in this country unless a lot 

of people are pretty angry or pretty 
scared, What) has happened — has 

mostly been by default. There have 

been plenty of things to anger and 
scare people, and indeed a lot of 

people have felt both emotions re- 

peatedly this year. But, the curious 
point is, not for long. ‘The airs have 
been light, contrary, from many di- 
rections, and short-lived. 

Indochina went down the drain 

and no military position appears to 
have been prepared in advance for 

the allied nations to fall back on. 

France demolished the European 

Defense Community; its collapse de- 
stroyed what laborious years had ac- 
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NEWSPAPERS: 

According to the New York 
Sun of September 5, 1897, 

Daniel Webster, among other 
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who favored Old Crow, was 

never without a demijohn of 
Crow’s whiskey in his closet. 

PERSONAL LETTERS: 

In a letter to a friend, General 
John Hunt Morgan, leader of 

the famed Confederate Raid 

ers, once wrote: “I can get 

some Old Crow whiskey to 

you. The return mail will 
carry you a demijohn 

Please send letters describing the historical fact or facts about Old Crow 

which you have discovered to the 
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THE EASY CHAIR 

complished and opened those na- 

tions to dangers which had been 
checked; here too no alternative 

position appears to have been pre- 

pared and for the time being none 

could be clearly envisaged. Cracks 
and fissures opened across the coali- 

tion that had been put together with 

such difhculty; for the first time 

there seemed to be a possibility that 

it would break up. The prestige of 

the United States among its allies 

had dropped sharply, had fallen 
lower than would have seemed pos- 

sible two years ago, and leadership 

in the job of aligning free govern- 

ments against Communism had tem- 
porarily passed to the sritish. 

Nobody could tell—vet—what the 

Chinese threats about Formosa 

meant. Shock waves — powerlul 

cnough to throw the pen of a seis- 
mograph off its pivot should have 

followed all of these developments. 

But after each banner headline the 

public ordered a Gibson on the 

rocks. 

CATIERED rains have in some 

~ places abated the drought that 
reaches well into the Middle West 

but without restoring the lost rain- 
fall, and = scattered revivals have 

abated the economic down-swing but 

without reversing the trend. Divi- 
dends are up and so is unemploy- 
ment, taxes are down and so are 

farm prices, steel, automobiles, tour- 

ist spending, and a number of other 

indices that used to be thought sig- 

nificant. Stocks have been climbing; 

so have bankruptcies and the num- 

ber of discount houses that) shoot 

holes in the price system. In regard 

to all these matters the breezes that 

have been blowing, briefly, have 
jcome from many different points of 

ithe compass. But the official posi- 
tion is clear: the Prophets of Doom 

and Gloom were wrong in predict- 
ing an economic decline, for none 

| has occurred, if any had occurred it 
would have been a healthy one, Mr. 

Truman started it, it has reached 

; bottom, and by the favor of heaven 

we will now level off and move side- 

| wise. 

So by the time ou September 

New Year’s day arrived anyone could 
see why the fall poetry opening had 
been such a flop. It had been turned 

over to the miner poets, or rather 

the sub-minor poets, for both first- 
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in this moment 

The prayer lingers still... across the table as 

Dad begins to serve... it brushes Mother's 

still-bowed head ... it caresses Sally's fist as she 

reaches for the promised drumstick. The words 

of thanksgiving are being made real in this 

moment —the words of gratitude from a good 

provider to the Great Provider. 

This time of security together is precious 

beyond all words. 

The most precious gift we give or receive is the 

gift of security. It is the lifeblood of happiness. 

And only in a land like ours are we free to choose 

security as a goal of living. 

And with this choice goes another great 

privilege — helping to achieve the security of our 

country. For, secure homes, one joining another, 

make up the security of America. 

Let this be the goal of your home! 

Saving for security is easy! Read every word 

—now! If you’ve tried to save and failed, chances 

are it was because you didn’t have a plan. Well, 
here’s a savings system that really works—the Pay- 

roll Savings Plan for investing in U.S. Savings 

Bonds. This is all you do. Go to your company’s pay 

office, chooge the amount you want to save—a 

few dollars a payday, or as much as you wish. 

That money will be set aside for you before you 

even draw your pay. And automatically invested in 
Series “E” U.S. Savings Bonds which are turned 
over to you. 

If you can save only $3.75 a week on the Plan, in 
9 years and 8 months you will have $2,137.30. If 

you can save as much as $18.75 a week, 9 years and 

8 months will bring you $10,700! 

U.S. Series “E” Savings Bonds earn interest at 

an average of 3% per year, compounded semi- 
annually, when held to maturity! And they can go 
on earning interest for as long as 19 years and 8 
months if you wish. 

If you want your interest as current income, ask 

your bank about 3‘< Series “H” Bonds which pay 
interest semiannually by Treasury check. 

The U.S. Government does not pay for thia advertisement. It ia donated by this publication in 

cooperation with the Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America, 



THE EASY CHAIR 

and ~~ second-stringers had — been 

drafted for a more important job 
than adding moondust to the patina 
of leather. The massed copy-writers 

have been planning what, among 

themselves, they probably call Oper- 
ation Madison Avenue. What we 

need from now to November is sales- 

manship: a good trade name, an 

attractive package, and some catchy 
slogans. Observation has shown that 

the public is in the Horse Latitudes 

and that’s exactly the best place fon 
it. Let’s keep it there. We'll push 

the New Gentle Look. 

N MID-SEPTEMBER every radio and 
i television set is purveying whole- 
someness and sincere candor every 
few minutes. “The complexion of all 
salesmen is Radiant and they are all 
made up to resemble the Vice Presi- 
dent’s straightforward, eager manli- 
ness so closely that the campaign 
looks like an issue of Vogue tor Boy 
Scouts. There has been no such 
praise of virtue and good old-fash 
ioned American optimism — since 
Calvin Coolidge—the —copy-writers 
have drilled to a stratum that makes 
every well a gusher. Battalions of 
scientists in white jackets have been 
producing secret, magic ingredients 
and combining them in royal jelly. 
Patted into the cheeks at night, it 

whitens teeth, prevents body odor, 
takes inches off your hips, gets more 
miles to the gallon, and is the choice 
of 219 out of 224 men of distinction 
and practically all tobacco buyers. 
Clearly, till the day after Election 
Day at least stocks will be steady and 

skies will be Radiant, there will be 
no more hurricanes, no war talk, no 
tensions, no disconcerting headlines, 
and no issues. Not if B. B.D. & O. 
knows its stuff. 

That is maybe. Sometimes plug 
ging the New Gentle Look sells 
toothpaste but we had a whole deck 

of slogans for Indochina, EDC, and 
surplus labor and none of them got 

us anywhere. By November it 
usually proves better to meet issues 
than to assert that there aren't any. 
And there is an additional fact about 
the Horse Latitudes: sometimes a 
couple of the light airs collide there 
and what comes out of the meeting 
is Carol or Edna. But you can see, 
Senator Green, that no one would 
call it a hurricane except a Prophet 
of Doom and Gloom. 

Catholics and non-Catholics, as a rule, 
get along right well together. 

Our families live amicably next door 
to each other and often become lifetime 
friends. Our sons fight side by side on 
every battlefield. We work together in 
the same shops and factories . . . root for 
the same baseball teams ...do business 
with one another in a spirit of mutual 
trust every day. 

In these and other phases of everyday 
life, there is a close association which 
promotes understanding and respect. 
But in religion ... where this close asso- 
ciation does not exist... there is often 
a regrettable lack of understanding and 
a corresponding absence of good-will. 

Many people, for instance, have all 
sorts of false ideas about Catholics and 
the Catholic Church. They actually be- 
lieve that Catholics worship statues... 
that many sordid things happen behind 
convent walls...that Catholics do not 
believe in the Bible... that Catholic 
teaching is pure superstition and the 
Mass nothing but mumbo-jumbo. 

All non-Catholics, of course, do not 
believe such things. But enough of these 
false rumors are in circulation to cause 
some sincere and intelligent non-Catho- 
lics to look upon the Catholic Church 
with suspicion, and to reject Catholic 
truth without even troubling to investi- 
gate it. 

It is for this reason that the Knights 
of Columbus, a society of Catholic lay- 
men, publishes advertisements like this 
explaining what Catholics really believe. 
We want our non-Catholic friends and 
neighbors to understand us and our 
faith, even if they do not wish to join 
us. We want them to know the Catholic 
Church as it really is...not as it is so 
often misrepresented to be. 

It is also important to you personally, 
however, to inquire into the teaching of 
the Catholic Church. For unless you do, 
you cannot know whether the Catholic 

SUPREME 

. \e 
Church is or is not the Church estab- 
lished by Jesus Christ for your salvation. 
You cannot intelligently accept or reject 
Catholic teaching until you investigate 
it and know what it really is. 

A distinguished Catholic author has 
written “A Letter to a Friend Not of 
My Faith.” This letter has been pub- 
lished as a pamphlet which gives a re- 
markably clear and beautiful explanation 
of Catholic beliefs, worship and history, 
and a blue print of Christian living 
which will deeply move you whether you 
accept or reject the Catholic viewpoint. 
We will be glad to send you a free 

copy of this interesting pamphlet on 
request. It will come to you in a plain 
wrapper—and nobody will call on you. 
Write today...ask for Pamphlet No. 
D-23. 

MAIL COUPON TODAY 

| 
| SUPREME COUNCIL 
KNIGHTS OF COLUMBUS 
RELIGIOUS INFORMATION BUREAU 

| 4422 Lindell Bivd., St. Lovis 8, Mo. 
| Please send me your Free Pamphlet entitled: “A 

Letter To Our Non-Catholic Neighbors’ 0-23 

| NAME er 

| appress 

1 CITY _...STATE 

COUNCIL 

KMRIGHTS or COLUMBUS 
RELIGIOUS 
48422 LINDELL BLVD. 

NS 

INFORMATION BUREAU 
$T. LOUIS 8, MISSOURI 
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Personal and Otherwise 

History: Its Uses and Abuses 

isvoRY too has its history, as 
L Lynn White, jr., counsels us at 
the opening of this month's lead 
article (p. 29). President White of 

Mills College, himself an historian 
of the medieval period, goes on to 

relate some of the most recent  his- 
tory of history-the new develop- 
ments in technique, accessions of in- 

formation, and shifts in attitude that 

are making it (as he says) a different 

of study not only in quantity 
but in quality as well. Not even the 
mind of a Toynbee, feels President 
White, has synthesized this volume 
and variety of new knowledge into 
a totally inclusive theory of the past. 

P & O, though applauding this 

sort 

article and long admiring its author, 

wishes to exercise its right of respect- 
fully disagreeing with the point 

Toynbee and historical theory. 
The activity President White sum- 
marizes has included the dis- 
cussion of new ideas as to what his- 
tory is about, some of them (and one 
man’s in particular) philosophica! 

enough to give even 
petition. Not that 
thing against Toynbee, either, Har- 
pers has tair claim to having 

published the first article about Mr. 
Toynbee and his works in a general 
magazine (“Arnold “Toynbee: ‘The 
Boldest) Historian,” by Granville 
Hicks, February 1947), followed two 

months later by Mr. Toynbee’s own 
“Encounters Between Civilizations.” 
We subsequently discovered, to carry 
selt-congratulation further, that we 
had twice published Toynbee way 
back in the '20s when neither we nor 
anyone else knew that he was headed 
for the covers of both Time and Life, 
and his present status as the Com- 
pulsory Quote. Mr. VPoynbee’s repu- 
tation is well-earned; and this au- 
tumn, which has seen the publica- 
tion of the final volumes of A Study 
of History, is an appropriate occa- 

sion for saluting his breadth, se- 
renity, and extraordinary erudition. 

But we are sure Mr. Toynbee him- 
self would be the first to reject an 
exclusive prominence which suggests 
he is currently the only historian 

also 

‘Toynbee 

got 

com 

we've any- 

worth mentioning who holds an all- 
embracing view of history. It might 
be argued, in fact, that an important 
by-product of his work has been its 

stimulus to other scholars to adopt 

an equally broad and daring per- 

spective. Some have even done so in 

specific disagreement with Toynbee’s 
characteristic emphases, such as those 

on religion or the cyclic patterns of 
growth and = decay. Others have 

argued for a total vision of life's 

progress upward from the slime so 
vast that Toynbee’s twenty-odd “ 

lizations” dissolve 

and lose their internal pattern or 

completeness. As often happens in 
this and other crafts, the more lowly 
practitioners are beginning to dis- 

that they shared all along a 
set of unspoken assumptions and 
principles which a vigorous theorist 
like “Toynbee 

delense, 

CIVI- 

into one another 

covel 

them, in self- 

bring into the open. In 

P & O's opinion, the most notable 

of these non-Toynbee philosophies— 

and the one tost likely, in the long 
run, to predominate—is that ex- 

pressed by Herbert J. Muller in’ his 
book The Uses of the Past in 1952. 

President White re- N IDEA, as 

minds us, can be a conceptual 

tool in the hands of the historian 

just as the Geiger counter can be a 
mechanical one. Muller 

of Purdue idea sometimes 

“an anthropological view of our his- 

tory,” “tragic” 

“a spirit at once ironic, 

ate, and reverential.” But he does 

not seek to make tools of historical 

ideas in the sense of arranging them 
into laws, or forcing them to fit a 
theoretical structure. His is the 

humanist’s belief in’ history as a 

literary art based on a hard, factual 

accuracy—on Trevelyan’s dictum: “It 
is the fact about the that is 

poetic.” Muller holds out for the 

possibility of broadening his “tragic 
view” into a “principle of historical 

analysis . that might not be pre- 
cise, rigorous, or decisive enough to 
be dignified as a logical or scientific 
method, but that can be comprehen- 

forces 

Prolessor 

calls his 

sometimes a view— 

compassion- 

past 
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sive, consistent, disciplined, roughly 
systematic, and always pertinent.” 

Only the “tragic view,” in Profes- 
sor Muller’s opinion, can both com- 
prehend and anticipate the technical 
advances and discoveries that Presi- 
dent White describes in his article. 
“Without prejudice to science,” 
Muller goes on, “it may help us to 
realize the value that Lionel Trilling 
attributes to literature, as ‘the hu- 
man activity that takes the fullest 
and most precise account of various- 

ness, possibility, complexity, and dif- 
ficulty.” By systematically compl- 

cating all issues, stressing the defects 

and the excesses of all values, insist- 

ing oon 
tainty, 

essential 

and the source of both its glory and 
tragedy—by ironically qualifying the 
great triumphs, and reverently qual- 
ifying the great failures, we may get 
both a richer appreciation of the 
poetry and drama of history and a 
clearer understanding of the fact, 
the ‘reality’ that concerns social sci- 
ence. We may hope at once to be 

more humane and more realistic, 

more generous in our sympathies 
and more sober in our judgment.” 
(Italics ours.) 

tension, imbalance, uncer- 

the 

civilization, 

and contradiction as 

conditions of 

r skeEMs to P & O that Muller's 
I philosophy is not only all-inclu- 
sive but sufficiently in tune with the 
mid-twentieth century to serve many 
others besides historians. 
with a different certainties, 
we wallow in doubt—our dissatisfac- 
tion in no way tempered by the 
knowledge that we are responsible 
for our predicament and that “we 
too,” as Professor Muller says, “shall 
in time belong wholly to the past.” 

But our view of history, both Muller 
and White would agree, is one of the 
ways in which we shape the future; 
and there is much to be said for 
being sufficiently uncertain about 
the past to avoid binding oneself to 
certain fate. “We are not naturally 
wiser than orm writes 

Muller, “but the revolutionary con- 
ditions of our thought and life have 
forced a realization of relativity and 
complexity, the uncertainties of all 
history, and the ambiguities of the 
good old days that somehow led to 
these very bad days... . All in all, 
we doubtless sufker from too much 
doubt. But we are likely to suffer 

Dissatisfied 

dozen 

ancestors,” 
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called the Greatest Treasure o Family Can Possess! 

Now on Book a Month Payment Plan 
The new edition of Britannica is the 
greatest treasure of knowledge ever pub- 
lished, the work of 4,479 of the world’s 
best minds. It is the final authority on 
factual knowledge, and a constant in- 
spiration that will continuously enrich 
the lives of yourself and your family. 

See the new pictorial method por- 
trayed in the free preview booklet. Mail 
the coupon today! We are sure you'll 
be glad to help spread the news by 

showing your copy to one other family. 
Fill in and mail the coupon now! 

So fascinating, so different, so unlike 
the average person’s idea of an ency- 
clopaedia ... Yes, this new Britannica 
depends vastly on pictures—33,432 of 
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volume. 

That is why, we are now prepared 
to send valuable 32-page preview book- 
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to do to acqyire free this gorgeous and 
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“IT’S AMAZING 
WHAT SPARE TIME 
STUDY OF WRITING 
CAN DO FOR A MAN” 
“Two years ago I was workin 

mechanic and wondesing what, if any- 
thing, the future held. In the pas year 
I have been made editor of a magazine 
and have been selling articles steadily co 
other magazines on si I have juste 
finished a book. I learned more about 
practical, effective wrising from the ——_- 
zine Institute than I did from ail ¢ 
English courses I studied in school. And 
the ecise manuscript criticism is in- 
valuable!"’ 

—R. W., Stoughton, Mass.* 

Thank you, R. W. You are one of the 
many hundred Magazine Institute students 
who have discovered that WRITERS make 
the best teachers of writing. And the 
Magazine Institute is a home study course 
in writing which is completely owned, 
staffed, and operated by successful writers 
and editors. 

Next to writing, these men and women 
enjoy teaching others to write, Their own 
success, their own constant contact with 
editors and publishers, is your best asvur- 
ance of a practical, thorough and up-to- 
date training. 

*Letter on file. 

The MAGAZINE INSTITUTE 
50 Rockefeller Plaza, N. Y. 20, N. Y. 

Licensed by the State of New York 

g°"r""" MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY***"""" 

THE MAGAZINE INSTITUTE, INC. 
Dept. 311-F, Rockefeller Center 
50 Reckefeller Plaza, New York 20, N. Y. 

Please send, without obligation, your current 
catalog to: 

AGBTEED 200 cocccccscees » nha 
Inquiries Confidential « No Salesman Wil! (all 
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years to your normal life span by 

saving yourself the strain of stair climb- 
ing. Reaate who have been told to 
“take it easy” by their doctors can 
enjoy the convenience of one-stor 
living in any type house. The cost is 
no more than a low-priced car. 

INCLIN-ATOR PD 
is a low-cost installation for 
straight stairways. Oper- © 
ates on house-lighting cir- 
cult. Folds against wall 
when not in use. 

a **Elevette”’ can be in- 
ov in stairwell, closet or corner 

Completely safe for all ages. 
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much more because too many men 
are too sure of themselves.” 

President White, the author of 
Latin Monasticism in Norman Sicily 
and Educating Our Daughters: A 
Challenge to the Colleges, was pro- 
fessor of history at Stanford before 
he came to Mills College in 1943. 

This article [he writes] grew out 
of a convocation speech which I 

inade to the Mills students a couple 
of years ago. I had gradually come 

to realize that the scientific revolu- 

tion of our time is paralleled by an 
equally important and far-reaching 
revolution in the humanistic studies 

which are devoted to the effort to 

understand ourselves as human be- 

ings. But whereas scholars in the 
natural sciences are vividly aware 

of their revolution, and of the ex- 

citement of it, humanistic scholars, 

even the most adventurous of them, 

seldom seem to realize the novel 

implications of what they are doing. 
For example, Marc Bloch was in 

my opinion the most provocative 

historian of his generation. When 
the Nazis finally tortured him to 

death for his activity in the French 
underground, he left an unfinished 
manuscript entitled The Historian's 

Craft. It is in many ways excellent 

but scarcely hints at the nature of 

the scholarly revolution in) which 
Bloch himself was one of the great 

est leaders! 

Poverty? Boredom? 

HE person most baffled by the 
ode of juvenile delinquency 
is often the one closest to it who 

cares most—the parent. Dr. Harris 

B. Peck quotes one mother who 

explained her bewilderment in a 

group discussion held by the Mental 
Health Service of the New York 

City Children’s Court: 

The majority of people in the 

neighborhood where children often 
get into trouble are poor people. 
. . » Maybe, like me, they do every- 

thing trying to make the children 
happy and when it doesn't seem to 
be any use at all, I just go out and 

work, work, work, and when the 

children are bad, [ whip them even 
though I know it deesn’t do any 
good, 

This fluctuation between softness 
and toughness is a frantic refuge 
at best, but it is frequently all a 
parent can do. Some of the most 
useful help for youngsters in the 

roughest neighborhoods is given by 
street-club workers, who find that 
youths in cities are often bothered 
more by boredom than by poverty. 

Stacy V. Jones reports on one such 
worker and his activities in “The 
Cougars: Life with a Brooklyn 
Gang” (p. 35). Mr. Jones is a tree- 
lance reporter who came from Wash- 
ington to Brooklyn to study the 
Cougars’ turf and the New York 
City Youth Board. He_ regularly 
contributes a weekly roundup on 
patents to the New York Times 
Saturday financial page, and is the 
author of How to Get It from the 
Government. 

eeeThe poem on page 47 is the 
third by Sylvia Plath to appear in 
this magazine. Miss Plath is a senior 
at Smith College. 

eeeSylvia Wright, in whose errant 
imagination the romantic “Lady 
Mondegreen” was born and perished 
(p. 48), is the fame Sylvia who pro- 
duced “Who the Hell is Holy, Fair, 
and Wise?”’, “How to Make Chicken 
Liver Paté Once,” “My Kitchen 
Hates Me,” and “Get Away from 
Me with Those Christmas Gifts” in 
previous issues of Harper's. Besides 
concocting such semi-vengeful  hu- 
morous items as the above, she has 
written verse, both light and serious, 
edited a major utopian novel by her 
father, Austin Tappan Wright, and 
worked for the government and varti- 
ous publications. She is a Bryn 
Mawr graduate, and keeps house in 
New York and on Fishers Island. 

During September this year, she 
weathered the hurricanes at— the 
MacDowell Colony in New Hamp- 
shire, working on a novel. She was 
at one time croquet champion of 
the Colony and was frequently em- 
ployed showing poets and composers 
and painters how to build wood 
fires. 

eeeAlderman Robert Merriam, a 
Chicagoan and a politician who does 
not conform to the clichés about 
either, will be watching the election 

returns this month along with the 
rest of us. To understand why he 
is involved in the outcome, and why 
his non-conformity is troublesome 
to both political parties, see Joseph 
N. Bell’s analysis of Chicago's pecu- 
liar Democratic tie-up on page 52. 
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Mr. Bell is a free-lance magazine 
writer, formerly in advertising and 
public relations. He was a Navy 
pilot for four years and is a graduate 
of the University of Missouri School 
of Journalism. 

eeeStorm Jameson’s new story, 
“The Mask” (p. 59) was written in 
France during one of the English 
novelist’s many Continental visits. 
She has written well over a_ score 
of books of fiction and non-fiction 
and has traveled outside England 
frequently. In 1945 she visited 
Poland and Czechoslovakia, follow- 

ing up her war work in behalf of 
refugee writers, and in 1948 spent 
a year in the United States lecturing 
at the University of Pittsburgh with 
her husband, Professor Guy Patter- 
son Chapman of Leeds University. 

The American success of Storm 
Jameson’s last: novel, The Green 
Man, lends excitement to the pub- 
lication of her next, The Hidden 
Riwer, which will be out in Febru- 
ary 1955. 

‘eeeSince 19146, when he wrote The 
Concept of the Corporation, Peter 
F. Drucker has been working out 
the ideas about modern American 
industry that appear in his ajticle 
on “The Responsibilities of Man- 
agement” (p. 67). Mr. Drucker, who 
is professor of management in the 
Graduate School of Business at New 
York University, has tried out his 
theories in practice over the years 
with a number of large corporations 
for which he has worked as a 
management and policy adviser. He 
has also written two influential 
books in the process—The New 
Soctety (1950) and The Practice of 

Management, which was published 
last month—and many articles on 
more specialized problems, such as 
“The Medical Insurance We Need 
Most” and “The Myth of American 
Uniformity.” 

ee eThe busy Majorcan sojourn of 
Charles W. Thayer and his family, 
described on page 73 for the use and 
delectation of would-be tourists and 
householders, occurred shortly after 
Mr. Thayer had completed a long 
and varied career of United States 
government service. A West Point 
graduate, class of °33, and a Second 
Lieutenant in the Cavalry of the 

matics, languages, English. 

hood of man. 

ly-financed independent schools.) 

Sponsored By: 

THE NATIONAL COUNCIL OF 

INDEPENDENT SCHOOLS 

e@ (Second of a series of advertise- 
ments explaining the role of private- 

WHAT’S BEING TAUGHT BY 

OUR INDEPENDENT SCHOOLS 
Whether you are a parent or not, we believe that you —- as a think- 
ing American —should know the answer to that question. And not 
just what goes on in the classroom — not just in terms of mathe- 

But in terms of what the classroom and life in an independent 
school are designed to do. So in those terms, here’s what we teach: 

We teach that true learning begins with faith in God 
and a basic, ingrained belief in the universal brother- 

We teach that true education involves much more than 
development of the mind alone —- that it must rather 
develop the whole nature of a young human being — 
from mental and spiritual, through physical and social. 

We teach that freedom of faith and inquiry are basic 
guarantees of cultural continuity and even of liberty. 

That’s what we teach. If you'd like to read a thorough-going 
report on the benefits, and, yes, the problems of this kind of 
education, simply mail us the coupon below. 

' 
NATIONAL COUNCIL ef INDEPENDENT SCHOOLS 
79 Milk Street, Boston, Massachusetts H-11 

Ten original lithographs, in two colors, based 
on legends of American Folklere, will delight 
the eye of young and old, in home, office, den, 
playroom. One lithograph, Paul Bunyan, is 
reproduced above. The others are Johnny Ap- 
pleseed, Finn) MacCool, Joe Magarac, Davy 
Crockett, Rip Van Winkle, Mike Fink, John 
Brown. John Henry, the Headless Horseman. 
They were created by one of America’s best- 
known artists, William Gropper, whose paint- 
ings hang in the top name museums in this 
country and Europe. All ten original litho 
graphs, 9x14, ready for framing. priced low at 
$10. In attractive folio, edition limited. Send 
check today to Dept. H, ART EDITIONS, 127 

East 25 St., New York 10. 

NEW 1955 
FIVE-PANEL 
OCEAN 

HIWAY 

MAP 
FOLDER 
Postpaid 

TTT? TY eT 

= “SUNNY SUNSHINE” = 
Order your copy of this attractively illus- 
trated 80 page official Guide Book of the 
Ocean Hiway. — Postpaid copy, 50 cents. 

Ocean Highway Assocation 
Department H 

BOX 1552 —- WILMINGTON, DELAWARE 
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they all know the 
best place in Cleveland 

” Hotel Cleveland, sir?” 

Whether you arrive 
by train, plane or car, 
the friendliest place to 
stay is Hotel Cleveland, 
directly connected 
with Union Terminal. 

No room charge for childrer, 

under 14 when registered 

with an adult. 

WGC 

SOMMABEND OPERATED HOTELS 

Distinguished American Landmarks 

CHICAGO: Edgewater Beach Hotel 

BOSTON: Hotel Somerset 
NEW YORK CITY: Ritz Towe. Hotel 

CLEVELAND: Hotel Cleveland 

Now available — 
a famous scholar’s 
new translation of 
Hindu scriptures 

The Principal 
Upanisads 
Translated, edited, 

and with notes, by 

S. RADHAKRISHNAN 
In one compact volume, this new 
free translation brings to readers 
and students all the major 
Upanisads in full, along with a 
selection of those later writings 
not considered part of the Vedas. 
It is outstanding for the distin- 
guished editor-translator's trea- 
tises on the dominant ideas and 
philosophies in the Upanisads 
which make their myths under- 
standable and orient their 
mee to this generation. A 
special feature of the book is the 
complete Sanskrit text, in Eng- 
lish phonetic spelling, preceding 
the translation of each verse. 
960 pages. 

At your bookseller. $10.00 

HARPER & BROTHERS. .N.Y.16 

| Foundation 

MIT, 

P & O 

U.S. Army (in those days they rode 
horses, and ‘Vhayer was first: horse- 
man of his class), Mr. Thayer went 

abroad and got his first government 
job as a messenger boy in the U. S. 
Embassy in Moscow. Later he held 
the post of vice-consul in Berlin; 
he established the U. S. Legation 

in Kabul, Afghanistan; he was a 
parachutist and chief of the Military 
Mission to Yugoslavia, and political 
adviser on General Clark’s staff in 
Vienna; alter the war he organized 
the “Voice of America” to Russia, 

was U.S. Political Liaison Officer to 

the Bonn government, and Consul 

General in Bavaria. 

Mr. Thayer is the author of two 

books about adventures in’ diplo- 

Bears in the 

Hands Across the Caviar. 

MACY: Caviar and 

eee Though Koerner’s 

sharp query, 

James D. 

“Can Our 

in the Midwest, Mr. Koerner insists 
the problem is general, not specific 

region. “The sad truth ts,” 

he said to P & O, “that the protes 
is simply not attracting the 

intelligent, idealistic, and courage- 
ous young people that could be its 

salvation.” 

Now © studying 

to aly 

sion 

under a Ford 
grant at} Harvard and 

Mr. Koerner is regularly 
assistant’ professor of English and 
American studies at the Kansas State 

College. He was an Army pilot and 
flying instructor for three years and 
received his Ph.D. from Washington 
University in St. Louis. 

eeelLynn White's idea of “the 
changing past” is brilliantly illus- 
trated by Cecil Woodham-Smith’s 
delightful sidelight on the Crimean 
War, “The Last Romantic War” (p. 

86). Mrs. Woodham-Smith 

thralled readers on both shores of 
the Atlantic with her two histories 
published in’ the past five years: 
Florence Nightingale and The Rea- 

Why—both examples of the 
truth that the past which we possess 
in the mid-twentieth century is new 
and uniquely different: from that 
which Tennyson and his contem- 
poraries conceived as theirs. 

The author of these works is the 
wile of a London. solicitor, the 
mother of two children, who_ be- 

has en- 

son 

Deachers | 

Read and Write?” (p. 79) grows out | 
ol his college teaching experience | 
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1954, CHRISTMAS 

‘6. Within 
man’s 

power” 

Monumental achievements have 

marked each era of mankind. 

Within reach of future generations 

is the conquest of tuberculosis. 

It is within man’s power to eradicate 

tuberculosis—when you buy Christmas 
Seals to support your tuberculosis 

association you help to make this 
possible. 

This year use Christmas Seals 

generously—and send your contribution 
today, please. 

buy Christmas Seals 

Let the woman who opened 
windows for a Crown Prince 
open windows in your life 

The World In Tune 
By ELIZABETH GRAY VINING 

author of 

WINDOWS FOR THE CROWN PRINCE 

With all the beauty, discernment 
and deep understanding that distin- 
guished her memorable book about 
Prince Akahito of Japan, Elizabeth 
Gray Vining here writes on prayer 
a theme that’ concerns every one, 

To Mrs. Vining it is “the world in 
tune.” Here, through an unusually 
sensitive and articulate mind there 
comes to the reader the full expres- 
sion of a sense of God and nature’s 
revelation of the eternal. 

$1.75 at all bookstores 

HARPER & BROTHERS ° N. Y. 

Next month— 

in Harper’s Magazine 

The Big Cigarette Scare 

A careful weighing of the 
evidence on both sides of the 
current cigarette controversy 

by Leonard Engel 
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gan her professional work on the 
Florence Nightingale biography dur- 
ing the rigors of World War If in 
London. 

eee’ The New Books” this month 

(p. Of) are in the deft hands of 

Randall Jarrell, poet, novelist, 

critic, Whose most recent book was 

Pictures from an Institution, a satire 

on the academic life. 

In the December issue, Joseph 

Henry Jackson will be guest critic. 

Mr. Jackson is the literary editor 
of the San Francisco Chronicle; his 

judge of books and 
as writer and editor have 

helped to maintain San) Francisco's 

reputation as a cosmopolitan center. 

sagacity as a 

urbanity 

La Fontaine Revised 

Ne of our editors reports some 

Ore in a variety of speech- 
making chores with an anecdote he 

claims can be adapted to nearly any 

audience or subject. Following is 

the form in which it was used at a 

conference of the College English 
Association on the 

liberal arts: 

business and 

An untortunate grasshopper, who 
had spent the entire summer in song, 
began to be worried as fall came 
on. He went to a friend of his, who 
was an ant, and said, “Look, IT have 
a problem T wonder if you could 
help me with. You sce I'm an artist, 

a liberal arts man, and IT just haven't 
had the opportunity to store away 
food for the winter. [ was thinking 
if maybe | could become an ant for 
a while, just to tide me over 3 

“Well,” said the ant, “I don't 
mean to tell you how to run your 
life; but, frankly, this ant business 
has been vastly overrated. There are 
so many people down there, and it 
gets so cold, and we don’t always 
have enough to eat either. If you 
want to know what | think you 
should be, it isn’t an ant but a cock- 

roach. They really have it made— 
sit indoors all the time, where it’s 
nice and warm, and people are al- 
ways dropping food around.” 

“You convince me,” said the grass- 
hopper. “I'll do just as you say. 
How do I go about becoming a 
cockroach?” 

“That,” said the ant, “is an ad- 
ministrative decision. I merely advise 
on policy.” 

33rd Year 

FOREIGN AFFAIRS 
AN AMERICAN QUARTERLY REVIEW 

T this time, when the United States must make momentous decisions of 

A foreign policy, more and more Americans are turning to FOREIGN 

AFFAIRS as a great primafy source of authoritative information. 

FOREIGN AFFAIRS has one aim only—to provide the most expert opin- 

ion procurable on the problems of American foreign policy, and on the 

political, social and economic currents which are affecting men’s thoughts 

and actions all over the world. 

Ic stands alone in its special field, without rival cither in the United States 

or abroad. It is read by the Heads of Governments, Foreign Ministers and 

party leaders, by businessmen and bankers, by professional men and women, 

by our officials in Washington and in posts abroad; it is used in the professor's 

study, in the classrooms of universities and in libraries; it is quoted in the 

newspapers, and referred to in scholarly journals and in debates in Congress. 

FOREIGN AFFAIRS commands this following and awakens this interest 

because of its unvarying standard of reliability and authority, and because 

its editorial direction gives it sound historical perspective in combination with 

the most timely interest. 

FOREIGN AFFAIRS will provide you with facts which you want and opin- 

ions which you respect. Mail the coupon below and see for yourself why the 

New York Herald Tribune wrote that FOREIGN AFFAIRS offers “the most 

competent and responsible leadership which this country has developed in 

the foreign field.” 

In the Current Issue 

The World Since the War: The Third Phase 

Postscript to E.i.C. 

Young Men and the Foreign Service 

Air Power and World Strategy. 

A Fresh Look at Free Asia. 

Spotlight on Thailand 

Ho Chi Minh: Disciplined Communist 

Five Years of Communist Rule in China 

Political Instability in France 

Britain and America: The Need for Compromise 

The Arab Refugee Dilemma 

The Challenge to Magsaysay 

Sir Roger Makins 

Hamilton Vish Armstrong 

Henry M. Wriston 

Air Marshal Sir Jobn Slessor 

Chester Bowles 

Eduin F. Stanton 

Ruth Fischer 

G. M. Chang 

Francois Goguel 

Lord Coleraine 

Don Peretz 

Russell H. Fifield 

Introductory Offer —Save $2.50 

We will enter a year’s subscription for new subscribers at the reduced price 

of $5 (regular rate $6). 

described above, FREE—in all a saving of $2.50. Offer good for a limited 

time only. Use the order form below. 

In addition, we will include the current issue, 

FOREIGN AFFAIRS, 
58 East 68th Street, New York 21 

Enclosed is $5.00 (special introductory rate) for a year’s subscription to 
begin with the next (January) issue. As an extra bonus, | am to receive 
at once the current issue without charge. 

Name (please print) 

City & Zone 
H-10 



Russell Lynes, 
Managing Editor of Harper's 
Magazine, is the author of two 
hilarious studies in the “social” 
sciences, Snobs and Guests, and 
many essays on taste and the 
arts, among them the famous 
“Highbrow, Lowbrow, Middle- 
brow.” 

hussell Lynes 
THE TASTEMAKERS 
Everyone who enjoyed The Big Change and The Last 

Resorts will read with delight this lively and uncon- 

ventional history of American taste, including the 

fascinating stories of those who have tried to shape 

it — architects, designers, merchants, critics, geniuses 

and frauds, messiahs and men of art. 

“Highly original, sound in scholarship, saga cons. : 

constantly amusing... The way he lightly trocsior: 

himself into an encyclopedia of American culture is 

delightful and a little breathtaking.” 

—BERNARD DEVoOTO 

Illustrated with 40 pages of superb pictures. $5.00 

AT ALL BOOKSTORES HARPER & BROTHERS 

Indonesia: 
LAND OF CHALLENGE 

By MARGUERITTE HARMON BRO 

The first one-volume, up-to-date book about a lit- 
tle-known and explosive area of the world. 

JUSTICE WILLIAM O. DOUGLAS says: “Mrs. Bro 
is a competent, first-hand reporter who has put 
into fascinating, readable form the struggle of 
another people, first, to gain their independence 
and, second, to manage it free from Communist 
control.” $4.00 

THE PRIVATE WORLD OF 

William Faulkner 
THE MAN, THE LEGEND, THE WRITER 

By ROBERT COUGHLAN 

An informal, entertaining revelation of the facts, 
the puzzles, the myths and mysteries behind an 

recep ommrnd : a 342 magnificent illustrations — all in full 
“This is the most revealing piece of writing about color — plus 25,000 words of explanatory 
a living American author I have read.””—ROGER text. ONLY $5.00 
BUTTERFIELD, Author of The American Past. 

Illustrated. $2.75 

HENRY TAYLOR 
Director, The Metropolitan Museum of Art, 

New York 

Fifty Centuries of Art 
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PADDLING YOUR OWN CANOE 

More and more of our young people 
are having to fend for themselves. 
Duty in the armed forces has put teen- 
agers in places far from home. Early | 
marriages are prevalent. And we ex- 
pect these very young adults to be 
capable of building happy and secure 
lives in ‘Prieste and Berlin and Japan. 
The precarious state of the world 

demands that each individual acquire 

a sense of responsibility, the knack 
and value of cooperating,—the ability 
indeed, to “paddle his own canoe”. 

School (if it is a good school) can do 
this in the winter—and a well-chosen 
camp can develop these qualities in 
the summer. 

For camp teaches a way of life. 
Programs though they vary, are con- 
cerned with the individual child .. . 
how he lives, works, and plays with 
his friends. Every child needs indi- 
vidual recognition. Even a_child’s 
world is competitive ...in school... 
and at play. For this reason, the 
American summer camp is playing a 
unique role in the education of chil- 
dren today. 

The entire atmosphere of camplife 
is planned by trained adult leaders. 

| Through informal, individual coun- 
'seling these men and women make 
}sure that your child learns new skills 
and has a chance to whet his appetite 
for adventure in a wholesome way. 
Out of planned situations comes his 
self-reliance. 

But cach young child reacts differ- 
ently to control, Some children need 
an obvious routine — others thrive in 
an air of spontaneity. Some need a 
broad general program — others want 
the opportunity to specialize. 

There are camps for all ages and 
every talent. There is a right camp for 
cach child, but that camp is not neces- 
sarily the same one that is right for 
the boy next door. Because the choice 
is so broad, the forward-thinking par- 
ent begins to investigate early in the 
school year. Whether or not) your 
child learns to “paddle his own 
canoe” will depend on you, It’s not 
enough just to send him to camp... 
it must be the right camp. 
Camp directors will welcome your 

early interest. In addition, we will be 
| glad to help you by making a list of 
| suggestions with which to begin your 
investigating. Use the coupon below. 

SCHOOL AND CAMP INFORMATION BUREAU 
MRS. LEWIS D. BEMENT, HARPER'S MAGAZINE, 49 E. 33rd ST., NEW YORK, N. Y. 

GENERAL INFORMATION 

Boy Girl 

We are interested in 

Age 

Boarding School [ Day School [1 

Location 

Denominational 
(specify) 

Grade Entering when 

Military School (7) 

INFORMATION FOR SELECTING CAMP 

Is this the child's first season? 

Check if you are interested in: 

Traditional, all-round program (1 

Special training [) 
(specify) 

Name: 

\dadress: 

Supervised trips J 

Telephone No.: 

Interested in a camp position next summer? Harper's Camp Department is starting just 

such a service. Write for our questionnaire. 

CAMPS 
VERMONT -~ GIRLS 

FARWELL 
50th Anniversary. Girls 6.16 On private lake in Vermont. 

Hiding, swimming, tennis featured All usual activities 
Salling. Snug log cabins. Inclusive fee. Limited enrollment 
120. Write for catalogue 

Mr. & Mrs. R. Dulany Furlong, Box 6185, Raleigh, N.C 

MASSACHUSETTS — GIRLS 

QUANSET SAILING CAMPS 
Cape Cod camp for girls 5 to 18% featuring daily sailing 

on beautiful Pleasant Bay Races, Tennis, Crafts, Archery, 
Riding included in fee 4 age groups Adult Sailing Bchool 
June and September. 50th year Catalog 

F. M. Hammatt, South Orleans, Massachusetts 

BOYS’ SCHOOLS 

EDUCATIONAL 
TROUBLE SHOOTERS 

INDIVIDUALIZED PLAN— 
EACH STUDENT A CLASS 

For boys with educational 
problems -- successful college 
preparation and general edu- 
cation Our teats discover 
causes of difficulties and we 

1) devise individualized pro- 
dificuities; (2) make up lost 

me; (3) instil! confidence: (4) teach effec- 
tively the art of concentration and the science 
of study 

( 

Boae: to overcome 

Faculty 12; Larollment 30, 48 vears’ experience 

Write Edward KR. Wnight, Ph.D., Headmaster 

OXFORD ACADEMY 
Box H-95, Pleasantville, N. J. 

FORK UNION MILITARY ACADEMY 
Our ONE SUBJECT PLAN of Study has increased Honor 

Roll 50° Fully a credited ROTC highest rating 16 
modern bidgs ! gyms UPPER SCHOOL, Grades & 12; 
Separate JUNIOR SCHOOL | 7) Por Bkit: & catalog, write 

Or. 3. C. Wicker, Sox B11, Fork Union, Va 

JUDSON SCHOOL IN ARIZONA 
A ranch school for i090 boys 6 to IK 

dry climate Small lansee = Ace 
Riding & polo inoluded tn 
pack trips, Nehing. rodeos 

in healthful, 
redited to all 

tuition Tennis, swimming, 
riflery, music. 26th yr Catalog 

H.C. Wick & D. M. Ashiey, Box E-1431. Phoenix. Ariz. 

CO-ED SCHOOL 

warm, 
rolleges 

TREEHAVEN SCHOOL in sunny Arizona 
Grades | thru 6 —- Kindergarten. Nursery Year round 

boarding. Day Rchool, Summer Camp\— Home-like ranch 
living. Hiding and s@itming on premises 

Florence Hemley Schneider, Ph.D., Wm. |. Schneider, 
Co-directors PO. Box 6146, Tueson, Arizona, Dept 

BA, 
HN 

SPECIAL SCHOOLS 
PERKINS SCHOOL 

A year round special school for the Scientific Btudy and 
Education of children of retarded development. Constant, 
syinpathetic supervision Individual training. 5 home like, 
attractive bidgs 30 acre campus. Summer Session in Maine 

Franklin H. Perkins, M.D, Dir., Box tt, Lancaster, Mass. 

DENNISON SCHOOL OF SPEECH 
CORRECTION 

Btammering or Stuttering corrected by modern scientific 
methods Dormitory and summer camp. Our helpful 48 page 
hooklet gives full information. Write today for free copy 

Wm. Dennison, Dir., 543-R Jarvis &t., Torente, Canada 



This man is a Sailor 
His name is Tom Hunt. But he’s affec- 
tionately called “Grade A” by young 
voyagers such as these because Tom is 
maestro of the milk shakes at the Soda 
Bar of the s.s. Constitution. Nowhere 
ashore is there so beloved a soda-jerk, 
for “Grade A” dispenses with unbeliev- 
able largesse. 

When personal taste calls for triple 
or quadruple dips, “Grade A” has only 

admiration for youthful capacity. His 
juvenile fan mail is enormous. 

Evenings, he presides over the Boat 
‘n Bottle Bar and should you travel sans 
spouse, Tom provides affidavits of be- 
havior that are guaranteed to save you 
from the doghouse. Grateful folks from 
coast to coast will verify this. 

Tom Hunt has owned and operated 
successful clubs of his own ashore. But 

he’s a sailor... he just can’t leave the sea 
he loves. 

It is such men and such spirit that 
give the sister Sunliners Constitution 
and Independence the warm personali- 
ties that distinguish them. In the par- 
lance of seamen the Constitution and 
Independence receive the highest acco- 
lade a ship can earn .. . they're called 
“happy ships.” 

See your Travel Agent or 

AMERICAN EXPORT LINES 
39 Broadway, New York 6, N. Y. 

INDEPENDENCE * CONSTITUTION EXCAMBION ~» 
GIBRALTAR, CANNES, GENOA, NAPLES ITALY, EGYPT, THE SUNLANE TO EUROPE | yr EXCALIBUR ° EXOCHORDA «© EXETER 

FRANCE, LEBANON, SYRIA, TURKEY, GREECE, SPAIN 
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The Changing Past 

Lynn White, jr. 

itself. Under the impact of new discovertes and new techniques it is 
rere says an historian turned college president, does not nee 

changing our ideas of what the past was like and the future might become, 
di fact changing both in content and point of view—and with "{ 

IsrORY too has its history, and today 
far more is happening in the quiet 

studies of historians than most people 
suspect. For one thing, history is being made 

faster than we can absorb it. In our time for 

the first time, it has suddenly become global 

and the mere quantity of the stuff is over- 

whelming. East and South Asia, Russia, and 

pre-Columbian America can no longer be 
treated as fine-type footnotes to Western 

Civilization. As yet no mind, not even Arnold 

‘Toynbee’s, has really digested the new ma- 

terial. But even the most specialized historian 

senses the job to be done. 

The busy spades of archaeologists are 

further complicating matters by digging up 

not only objects but whole cultures unknown 

even a few years ago. In 1900 the Hittites 
were hardly more than a name in the Bible. 

‘Today Yale is publishing a bulky Hittite dic- 
tionary. The jungles of Cambodia have been 
torn aside to reveal the astonishing remains 

of Ankor Vat and the vanished Khmer civiliza- 

tion. Moslem fanatics still prevent excavation 
of the South Arabian ruins of Saba whose 
queen may have visited Solomon nearly three 
thousand years ago, but in the Indus valley a 

cluster of cities perhaps as old as Babylonia on 

Egypt has come to light. On Crete and in the 
Aegean the Minoans are emerging from the 

mists. In 1953 a British architect who had 

worked on Nazi spy codes during World War 
I] cracked the most common form of Minoan 

writing. Studies of the early Germans and 

Celts are fast changing our notions of what 

the Romans found when they marched north 
of the Alps. And in the Americas, Aztec and 
pre-Aztec, Inca and pre-Inca cultures, always 
curious and sometimes magnificent, are turn 

ing up in most embarrassing profusion. We 

really don’t know what to do with all the his- 
tory we now have. 

But historians these days are mot just ex 
cited about the quantitative expansion of 

history in time and space. ‘The most fascinat 

ing part of their business is the recent dis 

covery of new ways of quizzing the dead, fresh 

methods of interpreting and understanding 

the traces left by old thoughts, deeds, and 
passions. History is changing its quality too. 

The growth of the natural sciences in oun 

time has put novel power-tools into the 

historian’s kit. In 1949 a counter was per 
fected which would measwwe the amount of 
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radioactive carbon in animal or plant ma- 
terial up to 25,000 years old. In 1953 at the 
Universities of Manitoba and Chicago two 
types of scintillation counters were developed 
which promise to date such objects over a 
span of some 44,000 years with a maxi- 
mum error of thirty-seven years. While puz- 
zling problems remain in the use of these 

machines, we can now take a few splinters 

from a beam, charcoal from an ancient camp- 

fire, a bone or a shred of cloth from a tomb, 

and attempt to give them pin-point dates. 

Within a decade we may have tor the first 

time a world-wide chronology which will con- 
nect events in the regions of written records 
to those in the far larger areas which have 

lacked either writing or dates. 

Mert literacy has never been identical with 

intelligence or vitality. For an understanding 
of the movements of history, the unlettered 
but not necessarily stupid or uncultured bar- 
barian is often as important as the city- 

dweller. Indeed, the latter has often awak- 
ened to discover himself subject to that same 

barbarian and required to modify his arts 
and social order to suit his new master’s taste. 

Moreover it has already helped our time 
perspective to learn that while the Athenians 

were building the Parthenon, the temples and 

tombs of Monte Alban near Oaxaca were 

under construction; that when Augustus was 

boasting that he had found Rome a city of 
brick and turned it into a city of marble, the 
vast Pyramid of the Sun at Teotihuacan near 

Mexico City was already ancient and subject 

to enlargement over old cores. 

VER since the invention of agriculture, 

people have been so mixed up with 

plants that the current development of 

botany has opened up entirely new kinds of 

historical evidence. The study of fossil pollen, 
for instance, is throwing new light on the his- 
tory of Northern Europe. All the way from 
Ireland to Finland there are peat bogs, and 

annually a new layer of peat moss is laid down 
in them. As the breezes blow, some of the 
local pollen is deposited on the summer's 
growth of moss, and this pollen, despite its 

delicacy, is so well preserved that the species 
of each grain can be identified under a micro- 

scope. 
Climatic changes may be detected in 

shifts in the kinds of trees and plants sur- 
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rounding a bog as reflected in changing 

pollens in the levels of peat. These levels can 
be dated rather exactly, so that we now have a 
climatic history of the regions around the 

Baltic and North Sea extending over several 
thousand years. 

NE of the most startling results is the 

discovery of a sudden worsening of 

climate about 1300 a.p. which made 

farming so difficult that during the next three 

generations thousands of villages in Northern 

Europe were abandoned. No change in 

physical climate can account entirely for the 
almost terrifying changes in the intellectual 

and emotional climate of the fourteenth cen- 

tury. It has long been recognized as an 

age of turmoil, agony, soul-searching, and new 

departures. But the careful counting of 

grains of fossil pollen has given us new insight 

into the sufferings and discontents of the 

Northern peasantry, and into the economic 
hazards and consequent their 
feudal overlords. 

The botanists also have renewed old con- 

troversies by finding good evidence of two- 

way contact between Asia and South America 
since very early times. The skipper of the 
Kon-Tiki has popularized the fact that the 

sweet potato, a New World piant, was found 

by the first white explorers all over Polynesia 

bearing its American Indian name. The yam, 

originally from the East Indies, was known in 

the Caribbean before Columbus’ time, while 

a gourd which is native to India is found in 

Peruvian graves earlier than 1000 B.c. A cot- 

ton with fourteen long ¢hromosomes was 

domesticated very early, presumably in India. 

It was taken to America, where it crossed with 

a cotton having fourteen short chromosomes. 

The hybrid seems to have been carried west- 
ward again to the Pacific Islands before Euro- 

peans reached those waters. 

Certain very specific things common. to 

Asia and to the New World have long been 

noted (parcheesi, blowguns, the abacus, 

hieroglyphics, four-wheeled pulling-toys, zero, 
decorative motifs, and the like) although most 
historians have brushed the matter aside as 

pure coincidence. But, as one botanist has 

remarked, “‘plants are not constructs of the 

mind.” Their wanderings back and forth 
across the Pacific having been proved, the 
question of the spread of the other items is 

neuroses of 
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reopened. The cultural history of mankind 
may have far more unity than hitherto we 

have thought possible. 

New Kinds of Evidence 

HE present growth of historical studies, 

however, is due only in small part to 

techniques and novel kinds of evidence 

provided by the natural sciences. A new idea 
can be a more important instrument of 

research than a Geiger counter or electronic 
microscope. And the new ideas are burgeon- 

mg. 

Historians have recently waked up to the 

extent to which they have been document- 

bound. The written records upon which they 

depended in the past, with the rarest excep- 

tions were the product of the upper classes 

and reflect their interests and the things they 

cared to talk about. Record-keeping began 

with a tiny dominant group of priests and 

rulers. Gradually through the centuries more 
of the nobility, and eventually some of the 
greater merchants, entered the charmed circle 

of the “historical.” But, even as late as the 

eighteenth century, what do we really know— 
and in terms of the written records what can 

we know—about the nine-tenths of the people, 

even in literate societies, who were themselves 

illiterate and voiceless? Not until the age of 

the American and French Revolutions did the 

great masses become articulate and emerge 
clearly into the historical records. 

There is a vast sub-history which is very 

like pre-history. It must be explored if we are 

to have a history of humanity rather than 

just of the aristocracy. The task is by no 

means hopeless: there are ways of gleaning 

the fields which conventional — historians 

thought they had harvested. We have arch- 

acological data, pictures, even the casual 

metaphors of the upper classes. How many 
readers of Dante realize that the first evidence 
of the windmill in Italy is found in the last 

canto of the Inferno where Satan threshes his 

arms “like a mill which the wind turns’? A 
poet does not use such a figure unless it is 

immediately recognizable: windmills must 

have been common in Italy by Dante's day. 

Yet no one who could write had bothered to 

mention one. We may be sure that the people 
who sweated for a living were not so indif- 

ferent to this major power-machine. 

It would be very wrong to picture the sub- 
merged nine-tenths as dumb brutes. If there 

is anything in genetics, we can't permit our- 

selves to think so, for we are all descended 
from them. There was much originality and 
creative force in those who did not get into 

the records. To a great extent (although not 

entirely) changes in the so-called fine arts and 

literature are refinements of the folk art and 

oral literature of the common people. Just as 
many traits of the modern American novel 
sprang from the supposedly contemptible 

“penny horribles” of our nineteenth century, 
so it appears that such things as harmonic 

music and rhymed poetry are humble in their 
origins. 

Indeed, since aristocracies breed themselves 

out, in every age the ambitious and able have 

managed to up-grade themselves socially, 

bringing their basic attitudes with them. Per- 

haps peasants are more responsible than 

philosophers for the ideas which we all take 
for granted. 

NYONE who has become acquainted with 

educated and sensitive Asians travel- 

ing among us to explore our minds 
has been told, not once but often: “The thing 

which fundamentally separates you Amer- 

icans and Furopeans trom all the rest of man- 

kind #s that you live on nature, not with 
nature.” “To which we refrain from replying, 

“Why, yes! This accounts for our superi- 

ority!’” and, with evasive amiability, pow 

another martini for our guests. 

Where did we get this distinctively Western 

notion of our relation to nature? From the 

earliest times land was distributed among 

peasants in allotments sufficient to support a 

family. Although the peasant paid rent for 

his land, usually in produce or services, the 

assumption was subsistence farming. “Then 

in Northern Europe, and there alone, a great 

change took place in agricultural methods. 

During the early Middle Ages a new kind of 

heavy plow came into use with a moldboard 
to turn over the sod. Friction with the soil 

was so much greater than in the case of the 

older two-ox scratch-plow that normally eight 

oxen were needed. But no peasant had cight 
oxen of his own. So the peasants began to 

pool their ox-teams to work a single plow, 

each taking strips of plowed land in propor- 

tion to his contribution. Thus the standard 
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of land distribution ceased to be the needs 

of a family and became the ability of a new 

machine to till the land. No more funda- 

mental change in the idea of man’s relation 
to the soil can be imagined: once man had 

been part of nature; now he became her ex- 

ploiter. 

E SEE the emergence of this same atti- 

tude in the illustrated calendars avail- 

able from Roman times onward. The 
oldest of these show the twelve months as 

allegorical ladies holding flowers, fruits, and 

ether symbols of the season. The mood is 

passive, contemplative. Then gradually dur- 

ing the Middle Ages the pictures change to 

scenes of human activity: planting, harvest- 

ing, wood-chopping, people knocking down 

acorns for the pigs to eat, pig-slaughtering. 

Man and nature are two things, and man is 

on top. We are the children of the 

peasants of Europe take this for granted; but 

it deeply disturbs many Asians. 

Probing into sub-history, the 

finds relationships which have 

mendous effects on the “higher” 

there is no written 

Belore the invention of the spinning wheel 

about 1300 A.p., spinning the yarn was the 

most expensive process in producing ordinary, 

non-luxury textiles. “Phe spinning wheel, 

which was gradually perfected, greatly re- 

duced the price of cloth, the market for it 

expanded, and ordinary people began fer 

the first time to use linen shirts, underwear, 

kerchiefs, sheets, towels, and the like. As a 

result, the price of linen rags, then the chief 

raw material for European paper, sank, and 

with it the cost of paper itself. Until paper 

became much cheaper than parchment, it was 

not likely that anyone would undertake the 
arduous task of developing printing with 

cast movable type. Even if printing had cut 

the labor cost of the scribe, books would have 

remained a luxury commodity, unsuited to 

mass production, so long as the raw material 

for them was as expensive as parchment. We 

who read are no more indebted to Gutenberg 

than to the unknown and lowly inventor of 

the spinning wheel who provided the context 

for Gutenberg. And the person who made the 
first spinning wheel had an excellent mind: 

he invented the belt-transmission of power 

too. 

who 

historian 

had tre- 

culture 

record. but of which 
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This sort of thing bothers many historians, 
professionally trained as they are to provide 

a documentary footnote to “prove” every state- 

ment. But much of life escaped the docu- 

ments. If we are to discover the history of oun 
race and not merely that of the literate 

upper crust, the historian must create 

patterns of probable truth less in terms of 
specific records and more in terms, of 

relationships intuitively evident to him as he 

deals with the records. 

This is a dangerous game, for it increases 

the chance that unscrupulous forces may 

manipulate history for present purposes. We 

have seen it so used in every totalitarian state. 

But dangerous or not, the game cannot be 

avoided. While he can never afford 

touch with all the recorded facts he can get, 

the historian is forced by the development of 

his field to become more and more like the 

critic of literature. Clio is resuming her place 

in the sisterhood of the arts. 

his 

to lose 

The Subconscious of the Dead 

HE part which intuitive perception 

must play in the study of history is 
heightened by the insights of psychology 

into the interconnection of all parts of human 

experience and into the importance of the 

subconscious. We are beginning to be able 

to trace the pre-natal history of ideas and 

attitudes in the subconscious of people who 

perished centuries ago. ; 
For instance, why did the atomic theory of 

the nature of matter appear so suddenly 

among the ancient philosophers of the Tonian 

cities? Their notion that all things are com 

posed of different arrangements of identical 

atoms of some “element,” whether water, fire, 

ether, or something else, is an intellectual 

invention of the first order, but its sources are 

not obvious. 

The key is to be found in the saying of 

Heraclitus that “All things may be reduced 

to fire, and fire to all things, just as all goods 

may be turned into gold and gold into all 

He thought that he was just using a 

metaphor, but the basis of the metaphor did 

not exist until shortly before his time. The 
distinctive thing about Tonia, the chief stim- 

ulus to the commercial prosperity which pro- 
vided leisure for the atomistic philosophers, 
was the inventior. in Asia Minor of coinage. 

goods. 
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lhe age of barter was ended: now every com- 

modity could be bought and sold for officially 

stamped pieces of metal of guaranteed uni- 

form weight. Probably no lonian was aware 
of any connection between this unique new 

economic device and the brainstorms of the 

local intellectuals. But that a causal relation- 

ship did exist can scarcely be doubted, even 
though it cannot be “proved” but only per- 

ceived. 

There are times when our rummagings 

into the unconscious of the past are so de- 

tailed, and the conclusions so firm, that we 

have the illusion of “proof” in’ the old- 

fashioned documentary sense. But the method 

of research is in fact completely new and 

revolutionary: we are stretching the past out 

on the analyst's couch. 

ris becoming clearer, for example, that 

in the later twelfth and thirteenth cen- 

turies a seismic shift began to take place 

in the nature of Christian piety. What people 

said in words is less revealing than what they 

said unconsciously in religious art. Only a con- 

servative Spanish bishop, Luke of Tuy, sensed 

what was happening: he denounced pictures 

of “one-eyed Virgins,” by which he meant 

representations of St. Mary in profile. His 

fears were well grounded. 

Christian, art up to that time had been 

largely frontal, as that of the Eastern Church 

still is. Such images establish a direct and 

almost hypnotic relationship with the wor- 

shiper whom they fix with their eyes: they 

form an art capable of conveying power and 

spiritual grace. But as soon as the eyes of 
the image shift from the worshiper, religious 

art becomes drama rather than sacrament, 
and the worshiper tends to become merely a 

spectator. Any spiritual value which the new 

art has, comes from the spectator’s personal 

psychological reaction to the scene observed. 

Nowhere is the new religious focus better 

shown than in the changing ways of repre- 

senting the Last Supper. The early pictures 

of it are inspired by the moment when Christ 

(always shown frontally) takes the bread and 
says, “This is my body broken for you.” It is 
the institution of the Mass: Christ is the first 

priest, and the disciples are gathered about 
him as congregation. The emphasis of the 

picture is completely sacramental. 

Then a new way of showing the Last Sup- 
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per came into fashion: the moment is no 

longer the breaking of the bread but now it is 

the sop given to Judas. To the late medieval 

mind this was an episode of terrible signifi 

cance: what should have been the bread of 

salvation was in fact confirmation of Judas’ 

damnation. The intention of God is defeated 

by the sinfulness of man. The scene combines 

in equal measure sacrament and drama. 

In the later thirteenth century a third style 

appears: the moment shown is that at which 

Christ says, “One of you shall betray me.” 

Judas recoils. The other disciples are thrown 

into consternation, crying, “Lord, is it 1? Is it 
I?” Through the generations cach disciple 

became psychologically differentiated, and the 

tradition of this form of the Last Supper cul 

minated in Leonardo's masterpiece. For ou 

purposes the thing to be noted is that in 

this representation, sacrament has vanished 

entirely and drama is everything. The human 

situation has displaced the transit of divine 

grace as the center of attention. 

A related change is seen in pictures of the 

Annunciation. In the earlier period, St. Mary 

is going about her housekeeping and is startled 

by the sudden intrusion of the Archangel 

Gabriel with his message. But in the thir- 

teenth century the Virgin is increasingly 

shown at prayer or reading holy writ. In 

other words, in early Christianity, when God 

speaks Man hears. In the later period the 
mind must be prepared for the divine mes- 

sage. The focus of religion shifts away from 

the saving power which comes from outside 

Man and centers on the problem of human 

adjustment. For the last seven centuries this 
tendency, despite periodic reactions, has con- 

tinued. In our own time Christian Science, 

psychosomatic medicine, and psychoanalysis 
have made not merely salvation (renamed 

“adjustment”’) but physical health itself de- 

pendent upon the subjective psychological 

state of the individual. From his standpoint, 

Bishop Luke of Tuy was entirely correct. 

Healing by History 

RE interpretations of this sort valid? Are 

they “objectively there,” inherent in 

the historical material? Or are they 

“subjective,” imposed by the mind of the 

historian? To most of us who live in the 

middle of the twentieth century they will 
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seem objective because they reflect the typical 
mental processes of our age. But to historians 
of even fifty years ago, not to mention the edu- 
cated public, such forms of thought would 
have been unintelligible. 

The enigmas of human nature may of 
course be studied in the living men and 

women around us, and in ourselves. But the 

billions of our fellows who are dead, and the 
vanished pageant of their generations, have 
left traces equally instructive, and instructive 
in new ways each decade. The past does not 
exist. What we call the past is our present 

thinking about what went on before us. To- 
day the past is changing with incredible 

rapidity because our ways of thinking are in 

flux and expansion. 
The research of historians, however, is far 

more than a passive reflection of the change 

of values which is at the heart of the turmoil 
of our time. What they are discovering and 
how they are discovering it is a major part of 

our present intellectual adventure, and affects 
all other parts of it. Like every humanistic 
scholar, the historian is trying to show people 

the meaning of what they are up to. By mak- 

ing men aware, conscious of the implications 
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of their actions, history is to some extent 
modifying and molding the historical proc- 

esses which it studies: the historian is actor as 
well as spectator. The airplane has unified 

the globe physically, but only the mutual 

respect which comes from an increasing sense 

of the global history of mankind will turn 
geographical shrinkage from bane to blessing. 

The democratic revolution of the past two 
centuries has in some ways been frustrated 
by the carry-over into our new society of 

educational and cultural assumptions suitable 

only to the age of aristocracy. The historian’s 

discovery of sub-history is helping us slowly 
to create a world which will prize all origi- 

nality and not merely the kinds which were 

valued by the upper classes of the past. And 

in an era when rapid change breeds fear, and 

fear too often congeals us into a rigidity which 

we mistake for stability, the historian’s ex- 
ploration of the subconscious of past genera- 

tions, and of the ways in which their real 

beliefs and tendencies were so often at varti- 

ance with their professions, may lend us a 

healing humility when we look at ourselves. 
The way the past is changing may foreshadow 
a better future. 

The Other End of the Telescope, for a Change 

N HISTORICAL perspective, secrecy in atomic energy matters has been 

I based at least in part on wishful thinking. ... We can only surmise 
why the U.S.S.R. became armed so soon. Personally, I believe it was 

primarily through the efforts of Soviet scientists and engineers, backed 

up by a ruthless totalitarian resolve to dominate the world, that the 

U.S.S.R. became armed with fission weapons as early as 1949. 
Fspionage assisted the Soviet project but only in a secondary way. 

Ascribing Soviet achievement primarily to espionage is tantamount to 
grossly underestimating the technical strength of this enemy of free 

nations. ... We must stop kidding ourselves with the dangerous fiction 
that we are just naturally better than the U.S.S.R. in technical matters. 
The Russians have the skills and the plants to make fissionable 
materials and bombs 
go ahead in proportion to the effort they expend. . . . 

—James G. Beckerly, Director of Classification of the Atomic Energy 
Commission, before the Atomic Industrial Forum, March 16, 1954. 
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ou would never take Kenny Marshall, 
a minister's son with two college de- 

grees, for a street-corner loafer. Yet 

a few days before Christmas, 1950, he began 
spending his evening on corners in the drab 
Bedford-Stuyvesant section of Brooklyn. He 
stared idly into store windows, dropped in at 
the pool hall, and loitered where groups of 

boys collected under street lamps and on 

front stoops. Mostly he just hung around. 
After three weeks he concentrated on a 

candy store, a little restaurant across the street 

with a juke box, and a corner near a movie. 

He had concluded that they were favorite 

gathering places of the Cougars, one of the 
toughest gangs in Brooklyn. 

It was the Cougars and their neighbors 

and bitter rivals, the Wasps, who had fought 

the Battle of Prospect Park on the previous 

May 30. Memoriai Day is the traditional date 
for the settlement of gang scores. Because the 

police had wind of their plans for a park 

battle, the gangs met halfway between their 

homes and the park. The battle began just 

as spectators were leaving the route of a 

morning parade. Some forty shots, by news- 

paper estimates, were fired from zipguns. One 

Wasp who was arrested had a bullet-crease 

across his forehead. 
That afternoon the lines reformed in the 

park itself, the Wasps this time reinforced by 
satellites. A fifteen-year-old boy onlooker was 
seriously wounded. 

A month earlier, a Cougar had been fatally 

stabbed, and there had veen other homicides. 

The New York City Youth Board—an agency 

of the Mayor's office formed three years before 
—set out to reach the tough kids in Bedtord- 

Stuyvesant and elsewhere who would never 

have walked into a social agency's office of 

their own accord. 

street-club worker 

phemism for gang) to gain the Cougars’ confi- 

Kenny was assigned as a 

(‘street club” ts a cu- 

dence, and another trained man was sent as 

In all, seventeen 

workers were detailed to gangs in the city. 

ambassador to the Wasps. 
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The Bedford-Stuyvesant Tongue 

turf: u gang's territory 

bopping, clubbing: gangfighting 

to bop: to fight a pitched battle; among the 

white gangs, the noun is “rumble” 

sneak: a raid on a rival gang, catching one or 
two boys alone 

come down, turn it on: to raid, usually in force 

zipgun: a home-made pistol 

a heat: a pistol 

to burn: to shoot 

split, split the scene: to run away 

rep: standing, face kudos, status 

ranking, sounding: belittling somebody to his 
face, ina scornful, often bullying manner 

session, set: party (from) jam session) 

to turn a session out; to break it up 

fishing: slow dancing 

strays: boys without group affiliation 

debs: gang members’ girls 

broads, chicks: girly in general 

cornbread, bread: a fellow with a Southern ac 

cent 

smooth: applied to boys or clubs that don't 

gangfight 

smoothie: a non-delinquent 

hung up: in trouble, as left in the lurch by 

a virl 

ENNY had little information to. start 

with except a few names. But he had 

several assets. For one thing, he had 

known Bedford-Stuyvesant and its boys since 

his own childhood. His father’s church was a 

mile from the candy store. He was of slight 
build, a boyish twenty-five years. His manner 
was disarming, and he was dressed incon- 

spicuously. But, most important, he was 

doing exactly the kind of work he wanted to 

do. Since then, for nearly four years, Kenny 

has spent his working hours in the Cougars’ 

turf, and has seen one generation of “‘de- 

prived” kids (to use the social worker's 

jargon) half-way through their critical teens. 

That first winter, in the fly-specked candy 

store, Kenny listened openly, and with a 

friendly air, to the boys’ talk about sessions. 
about the Dodgers’ chances for next season, 

and about bopping. Occasionally he passed 
around cigarettes. At the restaurant he “fed 

the kitty” by dropping nickels into the juke 

box, and listened to the talk about the new 

mambo records. If some lad surreptitiously 

switched his selection, Kenny's expression 

did not change. Usually he gave the nearest 
boy a chance to punch the numbers. They 

liked “Sleep,” by Farl Bostic, a fast jump 
tune that belied its name. “A crazy sound,” 
said one lad approvingly. 

The boys practiced solo dances to that 
number, or to one of the recordings of ‘““Sixty- 

Minute Man,” another fast tune. Just for 
listening, they liked songs recorded by the 

Orioles or other male quartets. 

Gangtalk 

HE talk Kenny overheard was a com- 

pound of bebop terms, obscenity, and 

ordinary American tempered with a 

racial softness. ‘Man, that was a cool session... 

I told that obscenity broad to get her 

obscenity the hell out of there.” He might 

have overheard similar slang in central Har- 

lem, but not among the Irish or Italians. For 

the Cougars, like the Wasps, were a Negro 

gang, and although Brooklyn's gang problem 

was neither a Negro nor a racial problem, the 

Cougars had their own ways. (Cougars and 

Wasps are fictitious names; use of the real 

ones might hamper Kenny’s work.) 

At first Kenny memorized the talk he over- 

heard and, back at the office near Brooklyn's 

Borough Hall, dictated typical passages to a 

long-suffering stenographer. They are valu 

able to sociology students but quite unsuited 

to magazine use. The bebop terms generally 

had the fixed meanings they have acquired 

outside true bebop music circles. Anything 

hice was crazy or cool. A punk, a square, or a 

turkey was somebody not in the know. The 

gang boys themselves were cats. The talk was 

studded with four-letter obscenities, or thei 

compounds, that had fluid meanings. They 

served as nouns, verbs, or adjectives, and 

might be applied in admiration or contempt 

The cats outwardly ignored Kenny's pres 
ence, but he felt their suspicion. They 

thought he would flash a badge and say, “Let's 

go!” the first time they pulled out a pair of 
dice. 

When they decided he wasn’t a cop or a 

stoolie, Kenny developed a nodding acquaint 
ance with several. If a cat said something par- 
ticularly biting, he would glance Kenny's 
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way, hoping to catch an appreciative smile. 

But for weeks Kenny wasn’t sure whether he 

was gaining or losing with the gang. To get a 

rise out of the crowd he joined a crap game 
one night. The boys knew more about him 

than he thought. “Say, man,” a lad in a lum- 

berjack told him, “you're supposed to be out 

here to change us and it seems like we're 

making you act like us instead.” 

s THEY talked more freely in front of 
him, Kenny learned that occasionally 
a Wasp clique would hijack a bakery 

truck, roll a drunk, or joyride in a stolen car. 
Once he was offered a share in the loot from 

a rifled candy truck. Now and then some boy 
tried to give him a stolen pack of cigarettes. 

A Cougar working in a candy store handed 

him back all his money along with the pur- 
chase. “Although it made the boy a little 

uncomfortable,” said Kenny later, “I was 
able to explain to him afterward some of the 
reasons why I did not feel I could take it from 
him. We try never to be the self-righteous, 

lecturing kind.” 

Kenny got his first real opening when he 
heard two Cougars talking about jobs. “T 

think I can help you cats,” said Kenny. One 
of them agreed to come to the Youth Board's 

Brooklyn office next day. 

Instead of the applicant he expected, there 
arrived the leader of one of the Cougar 

cliques, a lanky youth with a hard jaw and a 
habit of fidgeting with his hat. He had come 

to case the joint and see what Kenny's story 

was. As he himself wanted a job, Kenny sent 
him, and later the other lad, to a private 
agency in Manhattan that helps the hard-to- 
place. They both got jobs as messengers. 

To the Cougars, Kenny became “the job 

man.” They had seen his office, and they 
knew he didn’t call in the cops. Within a 
couple of months, he was conditionally ac- 

cepted, but it was six months before he felt 
fully “in.” He was gratified one night, as a 

group started along toward a secret meeting 

place, to have one boy say to him, ‘Man, you 

coming?” 

Kenny's wife and mother were frequently 
worried about his safety, especially after 
he began attending parties (sessions). At 
a session, a hundred boys and girls might be 
jammed into a single railroad flat, and there 

were a dozen ways for a fight to start. Kenny 

is five feet, six and a half inches tall, and 
some of his charges towered over him. 

“T was only threatened once.” he said the 
other day. “That was when some row had 
broken up a session, and T went outside with 

the others. A’ fellow trom = another gang 

pulled a switchblade knife on me. T was wear- 
ing a sweater and I suppose [I looked pretty 
much like the rest of them. 

“T told him he'd better look out, as he was 

dealing with a man. I walked slowly away, 

and he put his knife in his pocket. After all, 
he was pretty drunk. 

“Workers are never in danger from their 

own boys,” he went on. “In fact, citizens 

rarely get hurt in gangfights, unless they're 

accidently in between. It’s a miniature under- 
world, and the boys recognize their enemies 

when they see them.” 

The Tactics of Street Warfare 

AIDERS from another turf may appear in 
a jalopy or on foot. Juvenile gang war- 

fare starts with a series of sneaks (raids) 

in which three or four members of one gang 

catch one or two members of another and 

rough them up. These guerrilla operations 

culminate, unless Kenny and his associates 

can head it off, in a major battle with from a 

dozen to sixty on a side. 
When Kenny took up his work there were 

three or four big battles a year. The white 

and Puerto Rican gangs call them “rumbles.” 

The American Negroes of Brooklyn and Cen- 
tral Harlem speak of “bopping.” One gang 

will “come down” on another, or “turn it on.” 

The girls act as mobile scouts for their boy 
friends, and carry news and rumors of warfare 
from one turf to another. Some even carry 

weapons for the boys, as the police hesitate to 

search them. 

Kenny was playing pool with some of his 
boys one night when a breathless Cougar en- 

tered. to say that some obscenity Wasps had 
pulled a sneak and caught one of their cats 

down the street. Kenny joined in the run 

toward the scene. By the time they reached 

the spot it was over. The next day a lad said 

to him approvingly, “Kenny, I hear you went 

down with the fellows last night.” 

Most of the dozen fights at which Kenny 

has been a_ witness 
but one battle at 

been sneaks, 

which he was 

have 

pres- 



ent might have had serious consequences. A 
dozen Wasps armed with clubs, bats, knives, 

and one zipgun arrived on foot. Some of the 
Cougars split the scene and others held their 

ground, pulling out their switchblades o1 
picking up sticks and garbage cans to return 
the fire. 

Kenny was standing at the corner, chatting 

with another street-club worker, whom we 

will call Jack. “I was new at the work,” 
Kenny said later, “and I had the naive idea 

that we could just say, “Well, fellows, let's call 
this off,” and the cats would quit fighting. I 

started to move toward the fracas, but Jack 

grabbed me by the elbow. He had been a 

peripheral gang member himself when he was 

a kid and he knew better. “There’s nothing 

you can do now,’ he told me. As I found out, 

once a bop really starts even the most even- 

tempered of your boys will shove you aside. 

About all you can do then is wait around 

and take any casualties to the hospital; by 

this time the neighbors will have called the 

cops.” 

As with many boyish scraps, an inventory 

showed little damage after the sound and fury 

had died down. The zipgun failed to explode 

and when the attackers withdrew the Cougars 
found their wounds amounted to a few lumps. 

The home-made pistol called a zipgun may 
be carved from wood, with a length of piping 
for a barrel and a spring or rubber band 

arranged so as to explode a .22 cartridge. An- 
other variety is a toy pistol similarly made 
lethal. The zipgun is almost as national 
phenomenon as delinquency. Last November 

st 
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Kenny testified before a Senate committee 

investigating juvenile delinquency, and 

showed the members a number of zipguns 

from a Washington police collection. The 

Cougars saw newspaper photographs of the 

incident. “Why, Kenny,” said one when he 
got back to Bedford-Stuyvesant, “that’s my 

gun you got in the picture.” Kenny had 

hard time convincing the lad he hadn't 

snitched it and carried it to Washington. 

How to Turn It Off 

HE Youth Board workers mediate before 
things reach the switchblade stage. 

When a major gang fight is in the offing 

there can be no hiding itt. The tension in 

both turfs is electric. The smaller children 

and girls usually disappear from the streets, 
and the older boys glance over their shoulders 

as they walk. 
“Even inside reform schools,” says Kenny, 

“Cougars will fight Wasps when their pals 
are fighting outside. Mail and messages are 

screened but the news gets through by some 

kind of grapevine. Perhaps a boy is refused 

permission to visit home, and he senses that 

‘it's on.’ 

The place at which a peace conference is to 

be held is kept secret from the gangs. In one 

instance a worker brought two Wasp leaders 

in his car to pick up Kenny and two Cougars 

on a corner. They drove around, listening to 
the car radio and stopping now and then for 
coffee or Cokes. By the time the party reached 
the restaurant where discussions were to take 
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place, the boys were passing one another 
cigarettes. 

Sometimes this “softening-up” procedure 
doesn't succeed, and the workers have to let 

the leaders talk their grievances out. The 
original cause has long been forgotten. Per- 

haps, weeks earlier, some cat called another 

“chicken.” One leader told Kenny, after the 

Senate hearing, “It’s true, like you said in the 

paper, we don’t know what the hell we're 
fighting about.” 

If the mediation succeeds, the leaders carry 
back oral terms of the truce. Once the boys 

put the treaty in writing, to this effect: “As 
witnessed by So and So, the Cougars and 
Wasps are no longer fighting. The leaders are 

to announce this to the members, and if any 

incident [7.e., caused by hotheads] occurs after 
this, there is to be another meeting.” 

One way of avoiding war is to turn the 
conflict into a “fair one.” A fair one is a fist 

fight on neutral ground between two leaders, 

or between members with a grudge. Cats 

from both gangs watch, and if one of the 
knights breaches the rules it is likely to turn 
into a general fight after all. 

The Cougars’ Turf 

ENNY learned that the Cougar turf com- 

prised an area of three long blocks 

by seven short, plus an_ ill-defined 
sphere of influence outside. Five other Youth 
Board workers were assigned *o as many other 

gang turfs in Bedford-Stuyvesant. That section 
has overflowed the two avenues that once 

constituted its boundaries and gave it its 

name. Bedford-Stuyvesant now covers be- 
tween four and five square miles, roughly 

twelve long blocks by twenty-four short, and 
is one of New York’s regions of highest de- 

linquency. 

The Bedford-Stuyvesant population is vir- 
tually 100 per cent American Negro. Some 
of the shopkeepers are white, but most of 
them live elsewhere. It was formerly a white 
upper-middle- and middle-class area and its 
old respectability still clings to many neighbor- 
hoods. There are churches with large congre- 

gations, such as the Church of God, whose 

minister is Kenny's father. 

The particular province assigned to Kenny 
is a “deprived” neighborhood of old brown- 
stone and brick row buildings, all now room- 

ing houses or cold-water flats. In some of the 
row houses, railroad flats run from front to 
back. Many of the brownstones, designed to 
house three families, one to a floor, now hold 

as many as seven—two to a floor and one in 

the basement. The rows of stoops and gar- 

bage cans are broken by small shops and store- 

front churches. The Church of the True 

Christ and Universal Salvation may have a 

congregation of twenty or thirty and a part- 

time minister who supports himsell as a jani- 
tor in Manhattan. 

HE Cougar turf is a cut above a slum. 

Family incomes may range from a com- 
fortable $3,000 a year down to the sub- 

sistence level supplied by the relief agencies. 

Flat rents range from $20 to $40 a month, and 

“furnished apartments’ may bring $25 a 
week. 

The children in the Cougars’ turf have 

little choice but to play in their homes or in 
the street. A nearby public school provides 
an excellent community center, with teachers 
and recreation specialists on duty in the eve- 
ning, but it is in Wasp territory and the 

Cougars keep away. Gang tensions create arti- 

ficial shortages, as Kenny puts it. On winter 

nights the neighborhood candy store is an 

oasis, one of the few sources of light and 

warmth. 
The Cougars suffered more from boredom 

than from poverty, Kenny found. Many of 
the older boys were out of school and out of 
work, and went home only to sleep. Over a 
coffee, one told Kenny: 

“Now, for example, you take an average 

day. What happens? We come down to the 

obscenity restaurant and we sit in the restau- 

rant and sit and sit. All right, say, after a 

couple of hours in the obscenity restaurant, 

maybe we'll go to an obscenity poolroom, 
shoot a little pool—that is if somebody's got 
the obscenity money. Okay, a little pool, 

come back. By this time the restaurant is 

closed. We go in the obscenity candy store, 

sit around the candy store for a while, and 
that’s it, that’s all we do, man.” 

For relief from the tedium, they turn to 
mischief and bopping. A tenth or more of the 

Cougars are delinquents—given to truancy, 
drunkenness, stealing, or assault. Drug addic- 
tion, a curse in other gang areas, is not a prob- 
lem with the Cougars, although Kenny knows 
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some of his boys have been experimenting 
with marijuana. 

The Youth Club workers take particular 
pains to gain the confidence of the leaders. 
A cat becomes a leader because he is smarter 
than the others, or more aggressive, or both. 

Here is a description of one, as Kenny once 
set it down: 

“Fred is a youngster of seventeen who at- 

tends a vocational high school, studying wood- 

working. He is about five feet ten or eleven, 

weighs about 165 pounds, 
dark complexion, — isn’t | 
the biggest youngster in 

the group, but is acknowl- 
edged by all as the best 
fighter. 

“He is not authorita- 
tive in his dealings with 
the group members and 
it is very difficult to ob- 
serve him functioning as 

a leader. The boys sim- 
ply do whatever he does 

and acquiesce to what- 
ever he suggests. 

“He lets it be known 
from time to time what 
he thinks is best in any 
situation and this then is 
immediately acted upon. 
He doesn't bully any of 
the youngsters except for 
the one scapegoat who is 
bullied by everyone. 

“Fred comes from a Ht | 

lower-middle-class family 
consisting of a mother, 
father, two brothers, and a sister. His older 

brother, now twenty and in the Army, was for- 

merly a leader of the group. His younger 

brother is a member of a junior club. His 
father works as a truck-driver; his 
does occasional housework. 

“The youngster, generally speaking, is an 
easy-going, friendly kind of person. His tech- 
niques in controlling groups arc—to get tech- 
nical—essentially non-directive.” 

Before Kenny met the Cougars the gang 

had a vertical organization. There were about 

sixty inembers, of whom fifteen or twenty 
constituted the active core. The Seniors were 
from seventeen to nineteen, the Juniors 
fifteen and sixteen, the Cubs from twelve to 

mother 
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fourteen, and the Tims (from Tiny Tims) 
were ten and eleven. If one of the older mem- 
bers was insulted or attacked by thirteen-year- 

olds from a rival gang, retaliation) was beneath 
the dignity of the Seniors, and the Cougar 

Cubs were sent out to take care of them. 

After the Battle of Prospect Park, the dis- 
trict attorney and police began skimming off 
the leaders and sending them to reform 

school, so that the Cougars became a loose 
horizontal organization of half a dozen auton- 

omous clubs) or cliques that 

united as Cougars only for a gen- 
eral fight. In juvenile gangdom 

the organization, the rules, the 
club names, and even the slang 

are constantly shifting. 
Kenny decided to work closely 

with the Angels, an active club 

in the sixteen to eighteen age- 

range. He tound the Angels’ 

business sessions, held in some- 
body’s home, were pretty stuffy. 

The weekly dues were about 

twenty-five cents, and 
sooner or later everybody 
fell behind. The leader 

was a taciturn, serious- 

minded young person 
who bore down heavily 

on his fellow members to 

pay up. Whenever his 

opinion was asked, Kenny 
tried to lighten the talk, 

give the rank and file 

more say, and turn dis- 
cussions toward movies, 

dances, and athletics. 

Social lite revolved, and still does, around 
sessions (from jam sessions). A session (or 

set, for short) is usually held in’ some- 

body's railroad flat. In winter, the boys wear 
their coats and hats, partly so they won't be 

stolen and partly to be prepared for a quick 
exit. At one session, the girl wore long dresses 
and the boys kept on their wraps. 

There are always boys “on the humble” 

at the door, trying to talk their way into a 
session, or to borrow from their friends. The 

door fee is usually thirty-five or fifty cents, 
and Cokes and Pepsis are sold. If someone 
tries to shove his way inside, a fight may 

follow. Stepped-on toes also may start the 
bopping, or there may be a raid by a rival 
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gang, bent on “turning the session out.” The 

girls are mauled a good deal, but appear to 

welcome caveman tactics. 

The gang drink is Sneaky Pete, a generic 

name for wines that can be bought for as 

little as thirty-five cents a pint. Little wine 
appears at the sessions; a bottle would be 

snatched and quickly emptied. 

“You come already high, if you're a 

drinker,” Kenny explains. “Bedlord-Stuyve- 

sant boys who go in for drinking start as 

young as fourteen years.” 

He impressed the Cougars by bringing his 

wife, Pauline, to a number of sessions. She is 

an editorial worker on the magazine Our 

World, and is four years younger than Kenny. 

“The first time I brought her one of the boys 

said to me, ‘Kenny, you can’t have much re- 

spect for your wife, bringing her to an 

obscenity session like this.” I said, ‘I don’t 

know quite what you mean. Everybody ts 

nice to her.” T overheard another fellow say 

I evidently was no cop, because no cop would 

bring his wife.” 

The dancing at Cougar sessions falls into 

two distinct types—fast and slow. The fast 

dancing is done to a jump tune or mambo, 

and amounts to a contest between partners, 

both the boy and girl doing improvised solos 
without touching. At the end, they turn on 

their heels without a word. If the girl has 

outdone the boy, his fellow cats may tell him, 

“She burned your eyes,” but if his perform- 

ance has been superior the admiring comment 

is, “Man, you whaled.” 

Slow dancing (fishin’) is done to blues, 

usually the record of a song by a popular 

male quartet, such as the Orioles or the Vel- 

vets. Reversing the fast dance procedure, the 

partners move not only cheek to cheek but 

make bodily contact wherever possible. When 

the dance is over, they abruptly break away. 

Making a Rep 

learned that 

ereat store by 

ENNY the Cougars set 

“rep” or status. A 
group, for example, tried to distin- 

guish itself by being the “baddest” gang. 

Kenny convinced the Angels that they could 
gain rep in another way—by sponsoring a 

dance in a large hall. with an orchestra, a 

check room, and police protection against 

crashers. . 

The Angels needed club rooms of their 
own. With Kenny's help, they arranged to 

use the cellar in a member's house, painted 
it, and equipped it with a record-player. But 

at ten o'clock, when the cats were just getting 

started, the neighbors wanted to sleep. So 

the quarters were lost, and they went back to 

mecting in one another's flats. 

Kenny knew he was making progress in 

turning the Angels toward peace when he 

overheard one say, “IT tell you, man, when 

those double-obscenity Wasps come down I 
ain't going to be here. I'm going to be parked 

safe in bed.” 

Once when the Deacons, a_ rival gang, 

threatened to turn out an Angels’ party, sev- 

eral of the boys agreed with Kenny's sugges- 

tion that they get the cops on their side. With 

one of the leaders standing by the telephone 

and prompting him, Kenny called the police 

and asked that the neighborhood be patrolled. 

It was never clear whether the Deacons were 

discouraged by the prowl car or changed their 

mind, but there was no bopping that night. 

HE Youth Board conducts its gang work 

under the name of the Council of Social 
and Athletic Clubs. This is more than 

a euphemism, since with a change of direc- 

tion a street gang does become social and 

athletic. In winter Kenny promotes basket- 

ball games, dances, and trips to exhibits. In 

summer the gangs often observe an unofficial 

truce and allow others to cross their bound. 

aries. That makes possible trips to baseball 

games, picnics, and rides on Sheepshead Bay. 

Coney Island is neutral territory. 

There's a stain on the back seat of the 1948 

Buick that Kenny bought from his father. 

“It's blood,” he explained. “I have a rule 

when I take the kids out--no zipguns, no 

switchblades, and no Sneaky Pete. One fel- 

low smuggled in a switchblade and cut him- 

self. I had to take him to the hospital. 

“Once a boy brought along a hall-gallon 

of wine when we started on a picnic. 1 took 

it back to the shop and told the man he was 
likely to get into 

minors.” 
trouble for selling to 

Somehow, on his small salary, Kenny man- 

ages to keep an outboard speedboat and a 

twenty-foot cabin cruiser on Sheepshead Bay. 

“A picnic or a ride on the bay opens a new 

world to Bedtord-Stuyvesant kids,” he says. 
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When a street club adopts jackets it’s about 
ready to go smooth—and it might as well, 
because the club name is emblazoned across 
the back and the member's name across the 
left breast, for the police and all to see. The 
Angels were among the first in Bedford- 

Stuyvesant to adopt them, along with rules of 
conduct designed to protect the club name. A 
member was prohibited from wearing his 
jacket unless he was otherwise neatly dressed. 
He might not get drunk while he was an 
official representative of the club at a party, 
and only one girl might wear his jacket. 

ENNY now has under his wing a junior 
club, the Bulls, boys of thirteen to 
fifteen. Every Saturday evening there's 

a meeting in somebody's flat at which Kenny 

shows the boys Western or detective movies 

lent by the Youth Board. If there's tension 
among the senior Cougars he turns the pro- 
jector over to a volunteer counselor and stays 

near the scene of trouble. 

A Cougar would no more wear a 7o0ot suit 

than say “goil.”” The clothes-conscious try to 
resemble Harvard undergraduates as closely 
as they can. Their word for it is “conserva- 
tism,”” and they favor “dirty gray” (charcoal 

gray). An occasional red shirt is not frowned 
on, but sharp clothes are out. In cool weather 

the cats affect Ike jackets or lumberjacks or 
the leather kind. Their shoes are loafers, moc- 
casins, or purposely scuffed whites. 

The girls also go in for scuffed shoes, 
usually with bobby-sox. In winter it’s blouses 
and skirts, the latter replaced in summer by 

slacks, generally of denim. 

The Cougarettes or Cougar-debs have their 
own clubs, Often a girls’ club (sister club) is 
under the wing of a boys’ clique, whose mem- 
bers are expected to invite them to sessions 

or movies. If such affiliations cross turf lines 
they may lead to fights. Some Bedford-Stuyve- 

sant girls like to foment wars, but gn balance 

the feminine influence is exerted for law and 
society. When a fight threatens, a Cougarette 

is likely to take her fellow by the arm and 
lead him away. 

Kenny has helped a number of the “bad- 
dest” boys. One of these was Arnold, 
leader of a cub group, who had a_notori- 
ous police record. He had been kicked out of 

public school and had been sent to reform 

school for assault. 
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‘Arnold was already a legendary character,” 
Kenny told me. “When some lad shot at him 
on the street, he got his father’s gun and rang 

the bell at the boy’s house. The boy came to 
the window, and they both fired their guns 
point blank. Fortunately neither was hit. 

“After his second term in reform school I 
made a special effort to win Arnold's confi- 
dence. Gradually he saw that the things he 
was doing worried his parents and were hurt- 
ful to him. He was going with a girl who 

had aborted a child of his. I helped him get 

a job. He kept insisting that he didn't want a 
job, but after he took it he got several pro- 
motions. He married the girl, and I was best 
man at the wedding. Now they have a baby 

and Arnold is pretty well set. He doesn’t hang 

around the streets any more. His only trouble 

is that occasionally he drinks too much. 

“Here was a guy that everyone had consid- 
ered hopeless.” 

On the Right Track 

FE WERE walking along a dark street 

one evening. Kenny and a tall youth 
in a leather jacket greeted cach 

other warmly. “This is one of my cats,”” said 

Kenny, introducing us. The tall youth flashed 
a wide grin. Kenny asked paternally how the 
boy and his younger brother were getting 
along. Pretty well, it seemed. As the lad 
moved on, Kenny's final words to him were 

‘Take care of yourself,/man, you hear?” 

Kenny explained that the cat was an Angel 
growing out of the Cougars. “Gang life has 

no pull after age nineteen,” he said. “They 

aren't graduating into adult gangs. We don't 

like to take too much credit for it. Perhaps 

it's partly growing up, and the fact that the 

Army takes a good many away. 
“Some men hanging around the corner are 

supposed to be numbers writers. They may 

have been in the Cougars before my time, but 
I never knew them. They aren't my boys.” 

Among the sixty-odd boys who are still 

Cougars there is less gang-fighting, and less 

individual trouble with the police, than when 
Kenny was first assigned. At this writing 

there has been no real bop for more than a 
year. And the Bulls, the youngsters of thir- 
teen to fifteen, have never fought at all. 

Kenneth Fvans Marshall was born in South 

Brooklyn in 1925. When he was nine years 
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old, the family moved to Bedford-Stuyvesant. 
There he went to Boys’ High School, and 
knew the gang leaders of the time by sight 
and reputation. They regarded him, as they 
did other well-behaved children, as goody- 

goody, and let him alone. 

At New York's City College his studies 

were interrupted by the war. While he was 
serving in the then segregated Air Force as a 
radio operator, he had a lot of time to ponder 
his own adjustment to life and the problems 

of others. Once he had his bachelor’s degree, 

he got a job as social investigator for the New 

York City Welfare Department. In 1950 he 
saw a notice of the Youth Board's openings 

for street-club workers. That job, he knew, 
was for him. 

The “‘street-club worker” approach to juve- 

nile gangs has been used in other cities. In- 

deed, the pioneer was Clifford R. Shaw of 
the Illinois State Department of Public Wel- 
fare, whose Chicago Area Project, organized 

more than twenty years ago, was described by 

John Bartlow Martin in Harper’s in’ May 
1944. Shaw's men were “alley-wise,” got the 

boys’ confidence and did not squeal on them. 
His workers included an ex-convict and an 

ex-delinquent. 

It was in 1944 that the Welfare Council of 

New York established a central Harlem 

project based on the Chicago plan, working 

with isolated groups. When the New York 

City Youth Board, with state co-operation, set 
up its own gang project in 1950, the plan was 
broadened so as to deal with key trouble- 

making gangs on an area basis. The police 

and prosecuting officials advise and co-operate 

with the board. 

Ofhcials of the Youth Board make no broad 

claims of success either for the over-all work 

on juvenile delinquency in the city or for the 
street-club project. (About $120,000 a year, or 

5 per cent of the board’s budget, goes to the 

Council of Social and Athletic Clubs.) Sta- 

tistically, juvenile delinquency showed an 
increase in New York City during 1953, re- 

versing the downtrend of the previous five 

years. In the tough areas where the Youth 

Board operates, however, the increase was 

considerably less than elsewhere in the city. 
Ralph W. Whelan, the board's executive 

director, puts it this way: “We don't claim to 

have all the answers, but we think we're on 

the right track.” 

There is, of course, no single solution to 

the delinquency problem. Nationally, social 

workers expect Juvenile crime to continue to 
increase in the next five years. But the street 

workers make a valuable contribution, and 

the country can well ue more Kenny 

Marshalls—neither stuffy nor pious, but none- 

theless dedicated men. 



The following letter was written from Paris last February by a French priest who 

was a missionary in the Far East for twenty-six years until he was expelled from 

rom by the Communists at the end of 1953. The letter was sent to 4 

American priest who, with the author's permission, passed it on to Harper’s. 

What I Saw in Red China 

by a Catholic Missionary 

Y DEAR COLLEAGUE: You ask me to 
write at length about China. I write 

_ to you as a priest and an ex-mis- 

sionary to China. This does not mean that 
I would tell the same thing to everybody, 

especially to laymen; nor that I would tell it 
to any missionary to China; nor even that 
the majority of them would agree with me. 

Under the Communist government China 

is solidly unified and well organized. The 

entire country down to the last frontier village 
obeys the government. There are no more 
bandits: peace reigns everywhere. The army 

is unified and at the disposal of the central 

government which replaces and changes gen- 

erals at will. ‘The soldiers are very well dis- 

ciplined; they no longer steal or loot, and 

they show great courtesy toward the people. 

As a matter of fact, they are seldom seen in 

the countryside, since they have nothing to 

do there any more. 

The administration is perfectly organized 

from top to bottom. It is absolutely honest. 

No more venality, especially since the great 
administiative purge three years ago. No 

doubt: perfection is not of this world, but 

I imagine that under the present regime it 

would be more difhcult to buy a Chinese 

official than an official in the Western coun- 
tries. This shows how true it is that fear is 
the beginning of wisdom. 

The administration, it is true, is terribly 
bureaucratic, with all the defects inherent in 
the system. One example: you know the vil- 
lage of X, seat of the under-prefecture of 

Y. Well, in the “Bank of the People” alone 

there are about fifty employees. For all the 
bureaus of this littke under-prefecture there 

are about three hundred officials in the village 

alone, not counting the considerable number 

dispersed in all the districts. Is this adminis- 

tration efficient? Yes, in spite of the bureau- 

cratic heaviness. All orders from above are 

transmitted rapidly and obeyed in general 
down to the last rung. 

What keeps the administration efficient in 

spite of its bureaucratic heaviness is the auto- 

criticism ((zu-ngo-p't-p’ing) which naturally 

goes along with the mutual criticism (hu- 

hsiang-p't-p’ing) requested and desired by the 

government. This auto-criticism is a very 

mixed matter. There is the attitude of the 

novice who in full sincerity accuses himself of 
his faults in public. There is also, very fre- 

quently, opportunism: “I have made a mis- 
take; it will be known; it is already known 
by some. I must be quick! Let me accuse 

myself and confess everything; it will put me 

in a position of virtuous penitence.” 
There is also the auto-criticism prescribed on 

the program which everyone must make when 

his time comes. There is the imposed confes- 

sion following accusation by colleagues (ac- 

cusations made more or less spontaneously by 
those who have the charity to help you on the 

right road). Whatever the immediate motive, 

the primum movens is certainly fear of the 

police or fear of public accusation. Imagine 
trying to make people practice auto-criticism 
(helped by mutual criticism) as a method of 



WHAT I SAW IN RED CHINA 45 

asceticism in the monasteries with the love of 

God as a motive! It would never succeed, at 

least not as a habitual method over a long 

period. The general chapters of the religious 
orders are nothing in comparison with the 

meetings of Communist groups. 

The New Status of Women 

ROSTITUTION has completely disappeared 
from China. You can't find a brothel 

anywhere. Has women’s situation been 

bettered? Yes and no. No—because instead of 

considering a woman as a mother and the 

mistress of a home, the Communists want to 

push her into the same positions that men 

hold, without considering differences of sex 

and psychological attitudes. Women are put 
to physical work in the fields, the forests, the 
factories, and the officials try to make it look 
like a promotion. Yes—because a husband 

does not dare treat his wife brutally any more, 

nor does a father dare dispose of his daughter 

according to his whims. 

Women and girls no longer let themselves 

be pushed around. They have become en- 
tirely intractable. They have gone from one 
extreme to another. Today the fair sex ts 
going through a real madness, asserting its 

liberty by all kinds of extravagances, espe- 

cially divorce. A real epidemic of divorces 

(which the government approves) is passing 

over China. For a yes, a no, an insult, a mere 

nothing, divorce is demanded; remarriage 

follows; then divorce again. It has gone so 
far it has begun to threaten society. People 

of forty and over were very unhappy about it, 
and around the second half of 1953 a reaction 
toward more severity began to appear in 
official media. 

One of the greatest reforms is the disap- 

pearance of opium. Maybe there are still 
some people who have opium hidden some- 
where, but they dare not take it out, sell it, 

give it away, or even use it themselves as 

medicine. Informing on opium smokers goes 
on everywhere, even in the family circle. And 

this mutual accusation, one of the forms of 

Communist dialectics, together with severe 

punishments, has been the strongest reason 

for the disappearance of opium smoking. The 
results are surely good, but the means are 
drastic and immoral. 

As far as I am able to see, the greatest 

success of the new regime has been mak- 

ing a previously quite egotistic people, 

whose former government was so corrupt, so 

primarily concerned with the common good. 

Government for the people is not a vain 

slogan in China, I assure you. It is true! From 
top to bottom the government machine is 
turned toward the people's good. ‘The syn- 

chronized press, the radio, films, brain-wash- 

ing, everything, is directed toward the good of 

the people, away from individual egotism. 

I know, it is the common good according 

to the Communists: the good of humanity in 

general, not the good of the individual man, 

James or John. If the political line demands 

it, they will kill James and put down John. 

Nevertheless, the whole country is being edu- 

cated toward a theory and pushed into a 

practice closer to Christianity than the ancient 

fa-ts’ai (become rich) first and last. There are, 

I think, some real elements awaiting future 
Christianization in China. 

The Question of Freedom 

S THERE freedom in China? Freedom of the 

press, of opinions, of speech, of associa- 

tion, of religion, as we understand it in 

the West? No, not in the least! Naturally 

everybedy suffers from this in a different 
measure, according to his class, culture, con- 

dition of life. The smalt peasant, the pagan 

who lives to eat and drink, does not feel the 

same Oppression as a pricst or even as an ordi- 
nary simple Christian. Everything is relative. 
Consequently, one must not bekeve every- 

thing that is said, that the government is 
hated by the people. 

First of all, how many people do any of us 

see? Some dozens of persons in one little dis 

trict. And who, even if he does hate the gov- 

ernment, would ever dare say so? I think that 

in general missionaries judge the whole people 

too much in terms of their own mentality 

and sentiments and those of their Christians 

who feel the persecutions more sharply. I am 
inclined to think that the majority of little 
people in China, peasants and workers, accept 
the Communist government but vaguely de 

sire some small modifications in the regime: 

fewer directives, more liberty. 

There is not the smallest sign of a revolu 

tionary movement against the government. 
It would be quite impossible first of all, be 
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cause of the police action which reaches every- 
where. Besides, in my opinion, the people 
do not want to make a revolution. About 
Chiang Kai-shek one does not hear a word. 
He is finished. If there is ever a revolution, 
it will be against the kolkhozes (collective 
farms). However the Reds are very much 
aware of this and are advancing toward col- 
lectivization of the soil very prudently. 

Catholic Life in Red China 

HAT about Catholic life? Some people 

think that nothing is left of it and if 
one had a chance to begin again, it 

would be from a complete tabula rasa, Not 
at all! In general both the clergy and the 

faithful still hold in spite of the individual 
defections inevitable in such a terrible attack. 

Among the Christians, the young are naturally 
the more shaken. But I do not think they 
have apostatized in any serious number. They 
live—at least a good number of them—in a 
kind of spiritual neutrality, waiting to see 

how the thing is going to end. 

All the old Christians stick to it faithfully 
in general. Many for lack of cura spiritualis 
may have become luke-warm, but all that is 
essential is still there The young—if I may 
judge from what I saw in the diocese ef X— 

are not so much under the influence of the 

Reds as is usually said. Many came to confes- 
sion to me from time to time. You know the 

village of X; we could say Mass every day 
but absolutely no form = of = ministerium 
animarum was allowed, not even confessions, 

which we did however hear in secret. 
During the week there was almost nobody 

in church: about thirty women and _ girls, 

some men. But on Sundays—out of a congre- 

gation of some 2,000 baptized persons, a siz- 
able number of whom tound it morally impos- 
sible to go to church—about 700 to 800 
Christians came to Mass. On the great feasts 

the church was filled to the dome and some- 
times the number of communicants reached 
350 to 400, in spite of the fact that confessions 
had to be heard secretly. On all Sundays and 
feast days, the police would walk around in 
the church, up and down, smoking cigarettes, 

spitting on the floor, and taking note of who 
was there. 

For more than a year, by all kinds of means 
—including prison—the police tried to rouse 
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the people (Christian and non-Christian) in 
the village of X against me. A complete 
failure. Always and everywhere they met the 
same passive resistance, that invincible force 
of inertia. Finally they were reduced to the 

last resort—chasing me out of the country 
themselves. Even if in some Christian centers, 
they have succeeded in rousing the people 
against the priests, it was always done through 
sheer terror, and done as a mere formality by 
the people. All the people who t66k part in it 

have, at the first chance that presented itself, 
done full penance for it. 

So much for the laity. What about the 
clergy? In general it is very, very good, and 
less afraid now than in the beginning. In our 
diocese of X, the clergy is extremely good 
without the slightest compromise. I do not 

think that one single priest, even among the 

most advanced ones, ever separated himself 

from Rome. However, a small minority thinks 

that, in order to save religion and gain time, 

it may be advisable to accept (externally and 

pro forma only, as our Chinese can do so well) 
a certain collaboration with the government. 

I think, however, that their number is dwin- 

dling more and more. It was Pope Benedict 

XV and, most of all, Pius XI who saved China 

from schisms, and after them. as their great 

instrument, Monsignor Costantini. The great 

motive on which the Reds play is nationalism. 

But the Chinese clergy (even if they have 
grievances against some foreign priests) know 

only too well that it is Rome who wants a 
Chinese clergy, Rome who pushed them 

ahead, Rome who is their support. Even if 
they are anti-foreign, they are pro-Roman. 

The future is in God’s hands. Humanly 

speaking, everything depends on the duration 

of this trial. Communism fights against truth 

and the spirit with all its powers. If this lasts 
another twenty or thirty years without respite, 
naturally only some broken pieces of Chris- 
tianity will remain. But this is not our busi- 

ness, except that we must pray. 

China and Russia 

ROBABLY you would like to ask, is 
Chinese communism really the same as 
Russian? The politicians, especially the 

English, say it is not, and they think we must 

try to approach the Chinese in a friendly way 
to attract them to our side. I wonder how 
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these politicos can know this and on what 

they base their opinion. I can judge only from 
the words and facts I could hear and observe. 

All these go to show that the actual leaders 

of China are profoundly Marxist in their 

mentality and agree with the .Russians in all 

their national and international activities. All 

the newspapers, public speeches, the school 

program, in a word the whole formidable 

indoctrination effort which has been made, 

proves the closest unity of ideas. 
The co-operation of the Russian techni- 

cians is considerable, and the most gifted 

students in Chinese universities are sent to 

the U.S.S.R. to finish their schooling. The 

move toward collectivism, the kolkhozes, in- 

dustrialization by a five-year plan, are all 

copied from Russian prototypes. The Korean 

affair proved that Mao Tse-tung takes his 

directives from Moscow. Whatever the ordi- 

nary man can see and hear brings him to the 

conclusion that there is complete union of 

thought and action. 

Are there secret ruptures? A Beria behind 
Mao Tse-tung? Rumor has it that Lin Piao, 

one of the great generals, is opposed to the 

Russians. But nobody really knows. It is 

possible that in time China may develop a 

Chinese communism. But one does: not get 

the idea that the Chinese are afraid of the 

Russians. They are surely in a much better 

position than the satellite countries of Eastern 
Europe, because of their great number. And 

I think that Russia treats them with care. 

Go Get the Goodly Squab 

SYLVIA PLATH 

(G’ GET the goodly squab in gold-lobed corn 

And pluck the droll-flecked quail where thick they lie 
Go reap the round blue pigeons from roof ridge, 

But let the fast-feathered eagle fly. 

Let the fast-feati ered eagle fly 
And the skies crack through with thunder; 

Hide, hide, in the deep nest 

Lest the lightning split you asunder. 

Go snare the sleeping bear in leat-lined den 

And trap the muskrat napping in slack sun, 

Go dupe the dull sow lounging snout in mud, 

But let the galloping antelope run. 

Let the galloping antelope run 

And the snow blow up behind; 
Hide, hide, in the safe cave 

Lest the blizzard drive you blind. 

Go cull the purple snails from slothful shells 

And bait the drowsing trout by the brook’s brim, 

Go gather idle oysters from green shoals, 

But let the quicksilver mackerel swim, 

Let the quicksilver mackerel swim 

Where the black wave topples down; 

Hide, hide in the warm port 

Lest the water drag you to drown. 



The Death of Lady Mondegreen 

Sylvia Wright 

Drawings by Bernarda Bryson 

HEN I was a child, my mother used to 

read aloud) to) me from Percy's 
Reliques, and one of my favorite 

poems began, as 1 remember: 

Ye Highlands and ye Lowlands, 
Oh, where hae ye been? 

They hae slain the Earl Amurray, 
And Lady Mondegreen. 

I saw it all clearly. The Farl had yellow 
curly hair and a yellow beard and of course 
wore a kilt. He was lying in a forest clearing 

with an arrow in his heart. Lady Mondegreen 
fay at his side, her long, dark brown curls 

spread out over the moss. She wore a dark 

green dress embroidered with light green 
leaves outlined in gold. It had a low neck 

trimmed with white lace (Irish lace, I think). 

An arrow had pierced her throat: from it 

blood trickled down over the lace. Sunlight 
coming through the leaves made dappled 
shadows on her cheeks and her closed eyelids. 

She was holding the Earl's hand. 

It made me cry. 
The poem went on to tell about the Earl 

Amurray. He was a braw gallant who did 
various things, including playing at the bar, 

which, I surmised, was something lawyers did 
in their unserious moments (I grew up dur- 
ing prohibition, though I was against prohi- 
bition and for Governor Smith). The poem 
also said that he was the queen's love, and 
that long would his lady look o'er the castle 
doun before she saw the Earl Amurray come 

sounding through the toun. Nothing more 

was said about Lady Mondegreen. 
But I didn’t feel it was necessary. Every 

thing had been said about Lady Mondegreen. 

The other ladies may have pretended they 

loved the Farl, but where were they? ‘The 

queen was probably sitting in Dunfermline 

toun drinking the blood red wine along with 

the king (he was in “Sir Patrick Spens”’). As 
for the Earl's wife, hiding in the castle in 

perfect safety and pretending to worry about 

him, it was clear she only married him so she 

could be Lady Amurray. She was such a sissy 

she probably didn’t even look doun very hard 
—she was scared she'd fall through the crenela- 

tions of the battlements. As a matter of fact, 

she looked like a thin wispy girl I once socked 

in the stomach while I was guarding her in 
basketball because she kept pushing me over 
the line when the gym teacher couldn't see 
her and who was such a sissy that she fainted 

dead away so that everybody said I should 

learn to be a lady when really she was cheat- 
ing—but I won't go into that. Lady Monde- 

green loved the Earl truly, and she was very 

brave. When she heard that Huntly (the vil- 
lain) was coming after him, she ran right out 

of her castle and into the forest to be with 
him without even stopping to change from 
her best dress. 

By now, several of you more alert readers 
are jumping up and down in your im- 
patience to interrupt and point out that, 
according to the poem, after they killed 



THE DEATH OF LADY MONDEGREEN 49 

the Earl of Murray, they laid him on the 
green. 1 know about this, but I won't give in 

to it. Leaving him to die all alone without 

even anyone to hold his hand—I won't have it. 
The point about what I shall hereafter call 

mondegreens, since no one else has thought 

up a word for them, is that they are better 

than the original. 

Take Hiveray. Hiveray is that huge hairy 

muscular Etruscan in the Lays of Ancient 

Rome who was such a demon with the broad- 

sword and who committed one of the great 

betrayals of history. If Hizeray had been 

there, Horatius couldn't have held the bridge 

a minute. Horatius was very brave, but 

Hizeray was bigger. If not, why was he the 

first person Lars Porsena of Clusium thought 

of, when he swore by the Nine Gods that the 

great house of Tarquin should suffer wrong 

no more? 

And named a trysting-day, 
And bade his messengers ride forth, 

East and west and south and north, 

To summon Hircray. 

Hizeray was hard to find or the messengers 
wouldn't have been told to go in so many 
directions, but he had no excuse. The mes- 
sengers blew so many trumpets that tower and 
town and cottage heard the blast. I hoped 

Hizeray would rush in at the last moment and 

knock Horatius into the Tiber. (I was on 

Lars Porsena of Clusium’s side, though you're 

not supposed to be, because his name was so 

much better than anyone else's.) But he never 

did. When they say 

Shame on the false Etruscan 

Who lingers in his home, 
When Porsena of Clusium 

Is on the march for Rome— 

they mean Hizeray. 

Then there is Harold. You know Harold: 

“Our Father who art in heaven, Harold be 

thy Name.” It’s not one I would have picked 
myself, but if He has to have a name, Harold 

will do. 

Harold can do extraordinary — things. 
There's a hymn which tells about this. As it's 
printed in the book, it says that He “moves in 

a mysterious way, His wonders to perform.” 
Actually, of course, what it really says is that 
Harold “moves in a mysterious way—He 
wanders down a horn.” 

You must pray to Harold if you want some- 

thing very specific. For instance, if you have 

discovered how terribly hard it is to meet 
somebody there, you say to Harold, “Lead 
us not into Penn Station.” At the same time, 

Harold will protect you from those jittery, 

unreliable New York, New Haven, and Hot- 

foot trains. They aren't so dangerous when 

they're coming into nice motherly old Gran 

Central. 

Fven the mizz doesn't scare Harold. The 

mizz is a sort of elemental protoplasm, which 

looks like a thick, pulpy, shifting fog. Tt is 

inhabited by all sorts of strangely shaped, 
white, squdgy animals, who moan quietly to 

themselves from time to time. ‘The mivz is in 

the Evening Prayer Service: “Let the sea 

make a noise, and all that in the mizz.” 

F you decide that Harold is your shepherd, 

you can be sure of being looked after. If 

He can't be there Himself, He will get in 

Good Mrs. Murphy and “Surely Good Mrs. 

Murphy shall follow me all the days of my 

life.” IT knew Mrs. Murphy, and I can’t think 
of anyone I'd rather have follow me, though, 

knowing her, I think she would more likely 
be several blocks ahead. She could do almost 

as many things as Harold. She told fortunes 

in tea leaves, baked delicious bread in a frying 

pan, and once when her litthe boy climbed 

onto the top of the roof and was too scared 

to get down, she shouted up to him, “You 
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come right down, you little Irish basket,” and 

like magic he got over being scared and came 
right down. 

Mrs. Murphy lived in Massachusetts, where 
they have a holiday in April called Pay Treats 
Day. It always surprises and infuriates people 
who come from other states, because, just 
when they want to go out to buy shoes or 

bean pots, they find all the shops closed up 
tight, while the shopkeepers are out paying 
treats. This reminds me of Paul Revere, 
who rode to “spread the alarm through every 
middlesex, village, and farm.” Middlesexes 

look a little like drumlins, if you know what 
they are, but they are made of hay, and so 
also look a little like haystacks. There is one 
middlesex exactly in between each village and 
farm, and people who are too poor to live in 
a village or farm live in a middlesex. 

And where the middlesexes, villages, and 
farms slope down to the sea, beyond the 
dunes, beyond the rocky coast, stands the 
Donzerly Light on a rugged, lonely prom- 
ontory. At twilight, the lighthouse keeper 
turns it on, and it begins to sprout rockets 
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and bombs which light up the flag pole with 
the great big American flag whieh stands right 

next to it. This is where you go to pledge 

the legions to the flag. 

There’s a rude bridge around here some- 

where, but I can’t quite find it. It’s so dilapi- 

dated that it touches the flood. 

HERE are many mondegreens which give 
vivid new insights into tired old ideas. 

With all due respect to Rudy Vallee, 
“I’m just a vagabond lover” seems a pretty wet 

notion nowadays. A friend of mine sang it 
“I'm just a bag of unloving.” If you've heard 

anything at all about psychiatry (who hasn't?) 

you'll realize that a bag of unloving is a 

significant and basic concept, and when you 
get a bag of unloving in search of a sweet- 

heart, you've got the basis for a well-developed 
neurosis, because as long as you don’t have 
adequate feelings of self-esteem and love your- 

self, you can’t love someone else. See? 

There’s nothing very interesting about a 

vagabond lover, except that maybe he didn’t 
like his mother. 

The other day I found, on the back page of 

the New York Post, a headline: “Giants Strug- 

gle Under Weight of ‘Dead’ Bats.” This is 
one of the most terrifying scenes I can think 
of, particularly since there is some doubt as to 
whether the bats are really dead. That would 
be bad enough, but if they were all stirring 

and squeaking—it would daunt even Hivzeray. 
Then there are those people who, in be- 

tween radio programs, sing a very precise, 
cheerful, staccato, little ditty that goes: “In 
just eight sec-onds, you get H-bomb.” After 
I had counted eight seconds and hadn't got it, 
I came to enough to realize that they were 
continuing with “Gas and heart-burn with 

Alk-aid.”” So I began to wonder if some of 
them were singing “aid from” instead of 
“H-bomb” but at that point the announcer 
came on and said: “This is New York’s fur 
station,” and I knew there was a mondegreen 

influence loose in that studio. 
And some years ago, before World War IT, 

there was a quiet Sunday morning when I 
discovered that on the front page of the New 

York Times it said: “World Blows Near.” As 
I puzzled over this, I felt, in my room, the 
faint, fresh breath of the winds which were 
moving the turning world. Whose world was 
it? What was going to happen? 
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You see, if you lay yourself open to monde- 

greens, you must be valiant. The world, 
blowing near, will assail you with a thousand 
bright and strange images. Nothing like them 
has ever been seen before, and who knows 

what lost and lovely things may not come 
streaming in with them? But there is always 

the possibility that they may engulf you and 
that you will go wandering down a horn into 

a mondegreen underworld from which you 

can never escape. If you want to be safe, 

guarded from the underworld and the crea- 

tures in the mizz, you have only to turn your 

back. And if you're this type of person, all 

you'll feel is a faint twinge of heartburn over 

what you have missed—and you know how to 

get aid from that. 
You have only to decide, as Humpty 

Dumpty put it (more or less), which is to be 
master, you or the word, 

I am for the word, and against you. 

ECAUSE there was a time, before she met 

the Farl Amurray, when Lady Monde- 
green was a bag of unloving. Forlorn, 

in her embroidered dress, she looked out over 

her own crenelated  battlement, wonder- 

ing, all alone, about when the world would 
blow near so she could see what it) was 

all about. Suddenly, beyond the moat, beyond 

the meadows, there is a stirring like dust far 

away on the horizon. A trumpet blasts, and 
she sees that it is the Earl Amurray, riding 

down the winding rogd, surrounded by men 

on prancing horses. Actually, these are Robin 

Hood's men, on a day off from Sherwood 
Forest, and the sun is glistening on their tunics 

of link and green. As the Earl Amurray spies 

Lady Mondegreen, he and his men spur their 

horses to a gallop and shout their wild, strange 

battle cry, “Haffely, Gaffely, Gaffely, Gon- 

ward.” Lady Mondegreen rushes down the 

long winding stone stair. She. reaches the 
portcullis and it rises as if by magic. The Farl 

Amurray seizes her, lifts her onto his horse 
and they ride over the drawbridge together 

and out into the world. 
At noon, they come to a babbling brook 

and they stop and tie their horse to a tree. 
Upstream a little way (Here it is!) they see a 
rude bridge. The Earl Amurray pledges his 
legions to the flag to April’s breeze un- 

furled and they go off, marching as to war, 

while the royal master leans against the 

phone, waiting for news of their victory. 
Lady Mondegreen and the Farl Amurray 

are left alone by the brook. ‘Tell me,” says 
Lady Mondegreen, as they sit down on the 
soft greensward in a crowd of gold and 

affodils, ‘Tell me [tor she is beginning to get 

a little bit hungry] where is fancy bread?” 

And at this very moment, Good Mrs. Murphy, 
who has been riding a suitable distance 

behind on a sturdy mule, trots up and pre- 

sents them with an Irish basket, which she 

has been carrying on her saddlebow. In it, 

wrapped in a damask napkin, is the fancy 

bread, a delicious small brown loal, full of 
raisins and covered with white frosting. 

After they have eaten. they wash their 

hands in the stream and they rest awhile. 

Lady Mondegreen lies back on the grass and 

listens to the soft sounds of the mumble-bees 

as they muzz among the aflodils. The Earl 

Amurray entertains her by sounding through 

a tune in his fine baritone voice. Then they 

ride on. When night falls. they come at last 

to their own particular middlesex where they 

camp out under the stars, and Lady Monde- 

green, because she loves him, does not say a 

word when he takes all the covers. 

‘Tragedy lies ahead and there is no one who 
can save them. Hizeray is cowering in his 

home under a weight of dead bats. And alas, 

Harold, who has been watching them from 

above with a happy smile on His benign face, 

cannot help. His horn has vanished, and 
there is no way He can wander down. 

But even though the worst will happen, 

Lady Mondegreen and the Farl Amurray 

have had their journey together. Even if here- 
after they get H-bomb, they have sniffed the 

delicate fragrance of the affodils, tasted the 

fancy bread, and slept together in the middle- 

sex. Lady Mondegreen knows what the world 
is all about. 

Lady Mondegreen is me. 
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Ward-level politics is not for the faint-of-heart in the Windy 

City, where corruption and cynicism have combined to dis- 
pra reform and only a young, ambitious crusader can 

survive the criticism of both his enemies and friends. § 

Merriam of Chicago 

Politician Without a Party 

Joseph N. Bell 

AsT spring a Chicago high-school civics 
teacher telephoned Alderman Robert 
Merriam and asked him to speak before 

her class. The Alderman started through the 

motions of turning down the request—one of 
hundreds like it that he receives every year— 
without wounding her feelings. But the 
teacher cut him off. “My students,” she said, 

“don't believe there is such a thing as an 

honest politician in Chicago and I want them 

to see one.” Merriam went. 
There are many other people in Chicago 

who are just as cynical as these youngsters 

about local politicians. They have good cause 

for cynicism. But a growing number these 
days—like the civics teacher—are hopefully 
eying Bob Merriam. If he can find a political 
party to claim him, he might be the next 
mayor of Chicago. 

Merriam, for reasons we shall examine, has 
not endeared himself to either the Republican 
or Democratic organizations in the course of 

his rise to public prominence. He seems 
hardly to be popular with anyone but the 
doughty citizens who are not yet completely 
apathetic to Chicago’s municipal decay. How 
many of these people there are in the bushes, 
no one knows. But to them, Merriam offers 
the first rallying point they have had in 
many years for regrouping against machine 
politics. And, for this very reason, Merriam 
faces a tough, uphill fight—not only in seek- 
ing the job of mayor but in reconciling his 

political views with the problems of estab- 
lished friendships, personal ideals, and party 

affiliations. 

On the surface, Merriam’s political prestige 

is minor-league. But beneath the surface he 

is causing reverberations that spread as far as 

the state and national levels. The first sign of 

whether or not these tremors have shaken the 

Democratic party in Illinois will appear this 

November, when Merriam’s long-time friend, 

Senator Paul Douglas, comes up for re-elec- 
tion against Republican Joseph T. Meek. 

Both Merriam and Douglas stepped into 

politics via the University of Chicago—Mer- 
riam as a_ political-science graduate and 

Douglas as a teacher of economics. During 
this period, Douglas was a close friend of 

Merriam’s father, Charles, a respected profes- 
sor at the University; and Douglas preceded 

the younger Merriam as alderman of Chi- 
cago’s Fifth Ward. During his short career, 
Merriam has followed pretty closely in Doug- 
las’ footsteps, but he has broken with the 
Democratic party in Chicago while Douglas 

remains steadfastly loyal. This parting of the 
ways has faced Merriam with two basic issues: 
(1) if he comes out openly in the mayoralty con- 
test as a Republican or an Independent before 
November's senatorial election, he may hurt 
Douglas’ chances even more than his defection 
from the Democrats has already hurt them; 
and (2) if the Democrats win a smashing 
victory in November without Merriam, it 
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will be clear to him that now isn’t the best 
time to buck the organization. So Merriam 
must watch and wait—continuing to build 

local (and some national) prestige as the 

leader of the “good guys” in a struggle of 
crime vs. law-and-order. 

The Nine and the Nineteen 

HICAGO has been in the market for a 
genuine reform candidate for many 

years. Now may be too late to pene- 

trate the accumulated skepticism of Cook 

County voters, but Bob Merriam is giving 

it the old college try; and his enthusiasm, 
unseasoned as it may often seem, is welcome. 

A career in Chicago politics has never 

been an easy path to a long and peaceful life. 
In the past five years, five Chicago politicians 
have been assassinated and another kid- 
napped (he hasn't been heard from since). 

The authorities have scored exactly zero in 
catching the killers. Chicago's most recent 

political murder was the 1952 shotgun slay- 

ing of Charles Gross, a small-time Republican 

ward committeeman; and the events which 
followed the Gross murder were what brought 

Bob Merriam to public attention. 
Charley Gross caused more commotion in 

death than he ever had alive. Though 
opinion is divided, the consensus seems to 
be that Gross was killed as a warning to any- 
one in his ward who might have had the idea 

of running his own illegal operations outside 

the Syndicate—a generic term used by Chi- 

cagoans for the gangster element which they 
believe to rule large sections of their city. 

Whatever the reason, the murder of Gross 

was a trigger for the loudest bang to be heard 

in Chicago for many years. Two organizations 

to fight gangsterism were formed in the imme- 
diate aftermath. The first, known as the Big 

Nineteen, was made up of business and 
church leaders, sponsored by the Chicago 
Association of Commerce and Industry and 

the Chicago Crime Commission. It was and 

remains entirely a citizens’ group. The sec 
ond, known as the Big Nine, is officially 
labeled the Committee for the Investigation 
of Crime in Politics. Made up of nine alder- 
men from Chicago’s City Council, this group 

was the brain-child of Merriam and several 
of his young cohorts. Although Merriam was 
nudged out of the committee chairmanship 
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when it was first formed, he has from the 

beginning been the most vocal and vigorous 

member. 

Before he tangled head-on with crime in 

politics, however, Bob Merriam had given 

more than superficial indication that he was 

no run-of-the-mill big-city politician. 

Merriam’s background is impressive. He 

vas literally born to politics. His fathe 
taught political science to University of 

Chicago students just a few blocks from 
Merriam’s present home on the south 

side of Chicago. The elder Merriam, a Bull 

Moose Republican, was one of the nation’s 

foremost experts on government. Just before 

he died last year, he and his son had com. 

pleted seven years of work on a_ textbook 
called The American Government, which 

emphasizes the importance of the local unit 
in the teaching of political science. The elder 

Merriam twice ran for mayor of Chicago. 

In 1911 he almost made it, but in 1919 he 

was snowed under in the primaries. Of his 

father, Merriam says: “Dad was one of the 

great idealists of this country. He had an 

eternal optimism. I hope that some of it has 

rubbed off on me.” 

HORTLY after he received an M.A. in pub- 

lic administration from the University, 

Merriam entered the Army as a private. 
He emerged four years later, an officer and 

veteran of the Battle of the Bulge. The ex- 

periences of his unit during the German 

break-through provided him with the mate- 

rial for a book, Dark December, which was 
written shortly after the war and has now 
gone through three modest printings. On 
the wall of Merriam’s office hangs a framed 

letter which reads in part: 

Dear Colonel Merriam: 

I have just read a copy of your book, 

Dark December. Yours is the most 

satisfactory war account [ have seen. On 
the whole, I consider it a remarkably ac 

curate document. 

Dwicut D, E1istNHOWER 

Since Merriam never rose above the rank of 

major, he considers the title on the Presi- 

dent’s letter a “battlefield promotion” and 

plans so to inform the Army if he is ever 

called back into service. 

After the war, Merriam served briefly as 
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the head of Chicago’s Metropolitan Housing 
Council; and then in 1947 he sought and won 
the job of alderman from Chicago's Fifth 
Ward. At the age of twenty-seven, he thus 
became Chicago's youngest alderman. When 
Merriam first ran for office, he ran with the 

vacking of the Democratic organization, which 
had previously sponsored Paul Douglas in the 

same spot. Between Douglas and Merriam, 
the office was held by a party man who was 
dumped by the organization in 1947 in favor 
of Merriam—who was young, had a fine war 
record, and had prepared himself for a career 
in public administration. The Democrats, 
sadly in need of a few upstanding candidates 
to dissipate some of the political odors in 
other parts of the city, at that time embraced 

Merriam with real affection. So did the Fifth 
Ward voters. But when Merriam came up for 
re-election in 1951, the Democratic organiza- 

tion wanted no more of him. 

Getting in Wrong with the “Boys” 

ERRIAM'S principal offense during 

these first four years had been his 
effort to force economic reforms on 

first a surprised, then an indignant, and 
finally a reluctant City Council. He spent a 
full year studying the city budget, coming to 

the conclusion that about 614 million dollars 
were being spent needlessly each year. Al- 
though most of the politicians treated Mer- 
riam’s survey as a huge joke, he was able to 
gather a handful of young disciples from the 
City Council who have since come to be 

known as the Economy Bloc. Of 101 measures 

for financial reform they offered in 1952, a 
hundred were rejected; the only one that 
passed was a gag: it called for an $8 cut in 

one budgetary item. But, as of today, more 
than half the original reforms have been 

passed, although many were eventually 

credited to aldermen outside the Economy 
Bloc. 

In addition to his work with the Big Nine 

and the Committee on Revenue dealing with 

financial reforms, Merriam is head of the 
Council's Housing Committee. His critics say 
that Merriam’s other committee work, par- 
ticularly on housing, has taken a back seat 
since the Crime Committee turned out to 
pack such popular appeal. But Merriam’s 
record on housing—even if unspectacular and 
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including some demolition of slum areas with- 
out adequate replacement for the displaced 

tenants—derives from the ideas he has long 

been developing in this field. Merriam never 
overlooks the politically popular cause of 
slum clearance, but at the same time he is a 

highly vocal advocate of saving the ‘Middle 

Belt” of the city—fifty-six square miles that 
are now middle-aged neighborhoods. 

“It just doesn’t make sense,” says Merriam, 
“for us to spend almost $200 million a square 
mile to clear and redevelop slums when for a 

fraction of that amount in public and private 

money we can save and improve these good 

neighborhoods which could become slums.” 

Municipal Mishmash 

uT there are a lot of things about the 

city of Chicago which don’t make 

sense. For example, the municipal gov- 

ernment is composed of a series of fifty sep- 
arate ward “kingdoms,” each represented in 
the City Council by an alderman. Chicago 
has the largest council and the most anti- 

quated ward system in the United States, and 
it has helped nurture machine politics. By 
contrast, New York has twenty-five aldermen, 
Philadelphia seventeen, and 
fifteen. 

Merriam estimates that there are ten 
thousand people directly connected with the 
political machine in Chicago. ““The machine 

bosses,”” says Merriam, “are practical enemies 
of democracy. They tear down respect for 

government and make a shady business deal 
out of what should be our revered institu- 

tions. Their system can only be destroyed by 

indignation—long-lasting, determined, deep 
indignation—from outraged citizens of all 
political beliefs.” 

Merriam is new enough, young enough, and 

possibly naive enough to believe that such 

indignation is possible in Chicago. Here he 

may be a victim of his own judgment. Prac- 

tical politicians feel that he has no chance 
for the mayor's job without party support, 

and that the Democrats might even be able 

to take the office of alderman away from him 
if he continues to fight the organization. Con- 

spicuously, he is still an ‘‘amateur” politician 
to the extent of being one of the few who 

dedicate themselves full-time to the job of 
being an alderman. Merriam picks up extra 

Los Angeles 
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money—over his $5,000-a-year salary—only by 
writing and lecturing. For ‘‘professionals,” 
however, there are generally thought to be a 
number of other ways to make money beyond 
city salaries and legitimate outside businesses. 

Probably the most conventional emolu- 
ment (and the easiest to justify) is the com- 
mission some aldermen receive for insurance 
sold on city installations. There are also other 

byways of aldermanic income, most of which 
grow out of the power of the alderman to 

approve or disapprove a great many things 

within his ward. It is rumored, suspected, and 
occasionally openly charged that some alder- 
men are paid fees by businessmen to permit 
such installations as conduits, switch tracks 
into business establishments, canopies over 

sidewalks, steam heating tunnels under city 
property, and lowered curbing for a driveway. 

When asked why he doesn’t bring these things 
out into the open and stop them, Merriam has 

answered, “I'll do it the first time the rumors 
can be proved true—when a businessman in 

the city of Chicago will sign an afhdavit ad- 
mitting that he has paid this illegal bounty.” 

Honesty and the Unknown Cop 

ur this isn’t the area of crime in politics 
with which Merriam is presently pri- 
marily concerned. In his own words, 

“The most frightening part of it is the Syndi- 
cate, continually lurking behind the minority 
coalition clique which really rules Chicago. 
We, the people .. . cannot get what we want as 

long as parts of our city government are sub- 
ject to the Syndicate . . . and our police are 
busier collecting or protecting than patrol- 
ling.” 

Chicago’s underpaid, understaffed police 

department is embarrassingly vulnerable to 
the mobsters. When Merriam asked one 

policeman what he would do if he saw a hand- 

book operating on his beat, the cop answered, 

“I'd leave it alone, because if it’s operating in 
the open it probably has a go-ahead trom 
above and I'd only get in trouble if I pinched 
it.” For a cop to look on graft as abnormal is 
hard where such an attitude prevails. 

Merriam caused a minor sensation a few 

months ago, even in blasé Chicago, when he 

produced a tape-recorded interview with an 

ex-policeman on his half-hour Sunday evening 
television show. The cop, dearly known to 

the Chicago papers as Policeman X, really 
blew the lid off corruption within the police 
department. Among other things, he ad- 
mitted that he had himself taken protection 

money from a well-known Chicago gambler. 

As a result of this interview, Merriam got 

into a loud shouting match with State's At- 
torney John Gutknecht, who demanded that 
Merriam identify the anonymous cop and 
produce him for questioning by a Grand Jury. 
Merriam refused, and so far he has made his 

refusal stick. His position here—and in similar 

instances—of refusing full co-operation with 

law enforcement officials leaves him wide 

open to criticism; yet the support he has had 
from the newspapers indicates the degree to 
which Chicagoans have lost confidence in 
their law-enforcing agencies. 

HE TV show, which went off the air 
early this spring, was Merriam’s idea. 

Worked out with a local station which 
gave him time, the program was dropped after 

nine weeks by mutual consent; Merriam is 

wise enough to know that citizens can take 

only so much “exposing” before they become 

saturated. The show will be revived at a later 

date; in the meantime, the people who 
watched it have had plenty to chew on. 

In addition to Policeman X and others, 

Merriam produced a landlady who exposed 

bribe solicitations from a city building inspec- 
tor (he was caught demanding the money). 

Memocratic leaders claim that Merriam’s part- 
ing from the Democratic organization was an 

outgrowth of this incident. ‘To his embarrass- 

ment, the building inspector turned out to be 

a Fifth Ward civil-service appointee carrying 
a Merriam endorsement. When this was 
pointed out to him, according to a Fifth Ward 

official, Merriam claimed the man was forced 

on him by the Democratic organization and 

finally withdrew from it on this issue. 
Merriam’s TV show also turned up the 

owner of a tavern building who admitted pay- 
ing off two health-department inspectors, and 
a former garageman who said policemen de- 

mand a cut on most fees paid for towing 
service. According to this informant, a police 

squad can hustle up more than a dozen tow 

jobs a week and the garages never get one 

without a payoff—at least they never get the 
second one. 

Yet Merriam feels it is possible to clean up 
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even a police department as thoroughly im- 
mersed in boodling as Chicago's seems to be. 
He points out that it was accomplished in 
other cities, notably Cleveland, and that it 

might be done in four steps: 

(1) Get a strong, professionally-trained, 
thoroughly honest, and completely deter- 
mined police commissioner; 

(2) Pick the worst offender on the force, 
preferably a big shot, and go after him no- 
holds-barred; 

(3) Get an indictment and then make it 
stick; this is the only language the grafters 
can understand: most of the bad ones 
would then drop out of their own free will; 
those that remained would have to be dug 

out like the first one; 
(4) Finally, build up morale among those 

left by showing them an honest desire to,, 
establish good wages, promotions on the 
basis of ability, and rewards for good jobs 

well done. 

And the Mayor, More or Less 

ERRIAM believes that a group which 
controls all illegal operations in Chi- 
cago does indeed exist. About the 

“Syndicate,” he says: “It never fights the 

‘right side’; it won't buck the police force. It 

goes only where it knows it will get a good 

reception—where the skids have been greased. 

The Syndicate is a very thorough and very 
eflicient business operation. Actually it op- 
erates some legitimate businesses and has 

some legitimate investments. That's why it’s 
becoming harder all the time to stamp it out. 

The only way to stop the Syndicate is to dry 
up its sources of revenue. Right now the 

number one source is probably narcotics. Be- 
fore this year it was gambling.” 

The relegation of gambling to second place 

as an income source for the mobsters repre- 

sents a minor triumph for Mayor Martin Ken- 

nelly and the forces of law and order. Ken- 
nelly and the federal gambling stamp have 

pretty well driven open gambling out of Chi- 

cago. The other Kennelly accomplishments, 

though he has also improved civil service 

considerably, are less impressive. “He has 

too often,” says Merriam, “exercised his con- 

stitutional right to do nothing.” 
Probably no one ever had a finer oppor- 

tunity to clean up a bad situation than Mar- 
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tin Kennelly, when he took office eight years 
ago. A successful and moderately wealthy 

businessman, he was politically clean and vir- 
tually uncommitted when the Democrats 

selected him. He was swept into office in the 

backwash of a reform movement sick to death 

of the Ed Kellys and the Big Bill Thompsons 
who had ruled Chicago for so many years. 

But the long succession of Kennelly’s wasted 

Opportunities has rankled Merriam | sufh- 

ciently to lead him into open attack on the 

Mayor, thus broadening his rift with Chicago 

Democrats. 

Although Kennelly is a shining light com- 

pared to the graft-laden regimes that preceded 

him, he seems better defined as a transition 

Stage between government by machine and 

government by law. Kennelly has certainly 

taken steps in the right direction, but the 

advances have been pretty well lost in more 

noticeable disputes over crime and corrup- 

tion. Kennelly’s ability to see only what he 

wants to see has kept him in hot water with 

the press and the public throughout his years 
in ofhce; and he also has an unhappy pen- 
chant for foot-in-mouth disease, 

sometimes fatal to politicians. 

An example gleefully reported by Chicago 

newspapers was his comment at the first meet- 

ing of the Big Nine, when he said, ‘““We must 
break the alliance between crime and politics 
in the police department.” He later realized 
what these words implied and visited the City 

Hall press room to tell reporters that he 

meant the alliance should be broken “if. it 

exists.” 

When the Big Nine was activated, Mayor 

Kennelly said: “This fight against crime has 

been pretty lonesome. I welcome the support 
of the City Council now.” Kennelly and his 
immediate underlings then proceeded to 

throw as many road blocks as possible in the 

path of the Committee. 

which — is 

1G Nine activities finally ground to a 
complete standstill on the question of 
whether or not the Committee could 

demand that policemen divulge the amount 

and sources of their incomes. The City’s Cor- 

poration Counsel, John Mortimer, a good 
Kennelly man, backed up the policemen who 
refused to supply such information. Merriam 
and his group regarded this as so basic an 

issue that they chose to make an all-out fight. 
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The ptoblem went to the State Supreme 
Court, and in March of this year the Court 
rejected Mortimer’s position and ruled that 
the Big Nine could demand income informa- 

tion from policemen. 

This decision not only re-activated the Big 
Nine but gave it new power and prestige. 

While the Committee was in limbo, more- 
over, one of the Democratic members had 

died and another resigned, throwing the bal- 
ance of power to Merriam’s group. Merriam 

lost no time—over the screams of the opposi- 

tion—in calling a meeting of the Big Nine 
and getting himself elected to the chairman- 

ship. The Committee now doesn’t intend to 

resume hearings until investigations presently 
under way have produced suflicient evidence 
—probably late this fall. 

Leading the Alderman’s Life 

HE one adjective that best describes 
Merriam’s appearance is cherubic. He 
has a round, full, and pleasant face on 

a middle-sized, well-filled frame. One of his 
undeniable concessions to the politician's 
trade is the perpetual smile which seems 
almost engraved on his features, making him 

appear seldom to change expression. 

Merriam was married after he got into 

politics. His wife had two children by a previ- 
ous marriage—a girl, thirteen, and a_ boy, 

eleven—to whom Merriam is devoted. The 

Merriams’ first child, a girl, was born this 

summer. Merriam’s wife believes very much 

in what he is doing, which is fairly necessary 

in view of the extent to which his work dis- 

rupts a quiet and ordered home life. During 
one recent (and infrequent) evening at home 

with her husband, Mrs. Merriam counted 

sixty-four telephone calls. 

However, Merriam conducts much of his 

business a few blocks from home in his “pub- 

lic service office,” located on Chicago's Fast 

Sith Street, a “transition” neighborhood 

which is a good example of the Middle Belt 
Merriam would like to save. Here he holds 

forth on Tuesday evenings and Saturday 

mornings; he calls these his “psychiatric 

hours.”” Theoretically he is accessible to any- 

one. Actually, his staff—which includes six 
people, five of them permitted by his city 

cfice and the other paid for from a separate 

2:d—winnow out the visitors and take care 

of as many as possible who don’t demand 
personal attention from the alderman. Mer- 
riam’s South Side office is supported by tunds 

contributed to a public collection in his ward. 

There is nothing lush about his quarters. 

The waiting room turniture consists of two 

down-at-the-heels davenports, reposing tiredly 
beneath a cracked looking-glass, a jagged 

white wall patch, and the inevitable dusty 
American flag. 

HEN Merriam is in the news, which is 

frequently, the number of visitors in- 

creases materially. People come to 

him from all over the city and county, and 

not just from his ward. He has become a sort 

of father confessor to scores of citizens who 

have lost confidence in their civic officials. Of 

course, for every visitor with legitimate am- 

munition for Merriam’s crime-investigating 

committee, there are hundreds of crack pots 

and curiosity-seekers, intermixed with people 
who have everyday problems falling in the 

routine sphere of their alderman. 
Merriam’s workaday preoccupation with 

the affairs of a corrupt and sprawling city has 

also, on occasion, involved him in bigger and 

more perplexing problems. One of these is 

his relationship to the two men with whom 

you would expect him to be allied: Paul 

Douglas and Adlai Stevenson. Ideologically, 
the three have much in common: but their 
different levels of politica} activity commit 
them to different perspectives on the Chicago 

scene. Stevenson, after visiting thirty-five 

foreign countries and forty-two states in the 
past two years, is understandably more con- 

cerned with national and international affairs; 
while Douglas’ immediate objective is getting 
himself elected Senator. Both are painfully 
aware that a Democratic victory cannot take 

place in Hlinois unless Chicago voters pick 

up the slack of the traditionally Republican 

downstate counties; so that from their point 

of view, much as they might otherwise ap- 
plaud his efforts, Merriam’s hassle with the 

city organization is wildly rocking the boat. 

Both Stevenson and Douglas are said to have 

fele that young Merriam, in any event, was 

setting himself too fast a pace, and to have 

cautioned him to take it easy. If so, the warn- 
ings apparently haven't sunk in. 

Chicago citizens will vote in the primary 

for city officials next February 22 and the 
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election will take place on April 5, 1955. 
At this writing, Mayor Kennelly has not 
yet announced his candidacy. Neither has 
Merriam. But there are indications both will 
run. One member of the Fconomy Bloc, 
Alderman John Hoellen, has suggested pub- 
licly that Merriam be drafted as Republican 

candidate for mayor (this took place even 
before Merriam had announced his parting 

from the Democrats). 

Commenting on this suggestion several 

months later, an official of the Democratic 

organization said, ‘““The Republicans don't 
want Merriam as a candidate and he's just 

now finding it out. That leaves him a pretty 
disillusioned boy who would like to mend his 
fences with the Democrats.” ‘The same spokes- 

man—a highly practical politician—admitted 

that Merriam’s defection is hurting the Demo- 
crats by holding them up unjustly as a party 
of corruption in an election year; but the 

only organization Merriam now has behind 
him is the Independent Voters of Illinois 
whose support, the party official claims, is 
only lukewarm. 

Watching and Waiting 

NLY a crushing defeat for the Demo- 
crats in| November would compel 

them to re-embrace Merriam, if in- 

deed they ever would or if he would accept 
them. The only possible conclusion is that he 
must run either as a Republican or an inde- 

pendent. And Merriam—whose father once 

tried it—should have few illusions about the 

chances of an Independent to win the office 
of mayor. Both the Republicans and_ the 

Democrats would have to put up woefully 
weak candidates to make this possible. 

Meanwhile he watches, waits—and makes 

headlines. And he says things like this: 

I believe there is no Democratic way or 
Republican way of enforcing ordinances, 
collecting garbage, or building filtration 
plants. When elements of one party have 
banded together with elements of the op- 
posite party solely to turn our city govern- 
ment into a money-making minority 
monopoly, I can only draw one conclusion: 
it is time for those who love Chicago to 
band together to rebuild it, to remake it 
into the great and beautiful city it can be. 

Political demagoguery? Stock phrases 
uttered by a slick politician out to better him- 

self? Some people think so and have so stated 

in no uncertain terms. One of his most 

volatile and persistent critics, State's Attorney 

John Gutknecht, has accused him time and 

again of by-passing constituted authority. 

When Merriam refused to name _ Police- 

man X, he was hailed into Criminal Court in 

Chicago and threatened with jail unless he 

gave the name to the Grand Jury. Chief 

Justice Charles S. Dougherty said to Merriam: 

“Grand Juries have a lot more to do than 
chase rainbows. We have enough headline 

hunters in Washington.” One of his fellow 

aldermen, speaking against the appointment 

of Merriam as head of the Big Nine, said: “I 

don't like to see the Committee used as a 

stage for people running for public office.” 

The main opposition to Merriam comes 
from two areas: grafters and regular party 

men who resent and mistrust Merriam for 

what they see in him of the political dema- 

gogue or the starry-eyed idealist. Yet all the 

criticisms of Merriam fall within three cate- 

gories: he is politically ambitious, he is a 
headline hunter, and he’s just too darned 

good to be true. 

ERRIAM makes no bones about the first 

criticism. He points out that he pre- 

pared himself for a career in public 

administration and finds nothing reprehensi- 

bie in wanting to rise as far and as fast as 

possible in his chosen profession. About the 

second, he says the nature of the work that 

needs to be done in Chicago is of the stuff 

which makes headlines. The third requires 

no comment; only time can prove or disprove 

It. 

If Merriam means what he says, then he is 

an important figure in American politics, not 

just to the people of Chicago but to every 
disgusted, discouraged, and disillusioned city- 
dweller from Saugatuck to San Francisco. Be- 

cause he represents most of the things that 

have long been missing from lower-echelon 

politics, Merriam holds out hope that politics 

may some day become a profession, in the 
hands of people experienced in the adminis- 
tration of public affairs. 

For that reason, if no other, Bob Merriam 

and Chicago are worth watching in 1955. 



The Mask 

A Story by Storm Jameson 

Drawings by Adolph Hallman 

HE sun had less warmth than it should 
have had in mid-February in Nice: it 
was dulled by a thin cloud which spread 

across the sky like a cold breath, darkening 

the sea, tarnishing the 
black evergreens and 

livid rocks of the hills. 

Hurrying across the wide 

square oon his | way 

home to lunch, Bian- 

cherie thought: How dis- 

appointed he will be if 

tomorrow it rains. The 

whole face of the square 

was masked by the enor- 

mous figures, flat, highly- 

colored, of a child’s pic- 

ture book, fixed there in 

readiness for the first pro- 

cession of the Carnival. 

This year, for the first 

time, his son Michel had 

been expecting it. Last 

year and the year before 
he had accepted it when 

it came along, as a day no 

odder than other days. 

But between four years 

and five is an immense 

gap: suddenly, from be- 

ing a baby, Michel had 
become a little boy who 
knew what Carnival 

meant. 

Biancherie’s apartment 

was the top floor of a 

strong shabby house neat 

the port: to reach it he 

had to climb eight flights of dark stone 

stairs. Once there, he had all the light and 

sun there was—and, from the narrow bal- 

cony outside the sitting room, a view over 

roofs to the harbor and the sea. As he opened 

the door, Michel rushed out of the kitchen 

and hurled himself at his father's legs. He was 

wearing long tight black and white checked 

trousers, a short velvet 

jacket, buckled slippers; 
and a small hat with a 

long scarlet quill. 

Biancherie picked him 

up, rubbed his cheek 

against the child's hot 

soft round face, and 

asked, 

“What's this?” 

“For tomorrow,” the 

child cried. “‘And we've 

bought my mask.” 
“Show me,” said Bian- 

cherie. 

He set the child down 

and watched him run 

along the narrow passage 

to his bedroom, then 

went into the kitchen. It 

was warm with the smells 

of cooking, fennel, oil, 

nutmeg. His wife, setting 

bowls and glasses on the 

table, looked at him with 

a smile. 

“He would try the 

things on,.”” she said. 

Standing near her, he 

laid a finger on her hair, 

black and gleaming, very 

carefully arranged, and 
smelling of the scented 
oil she used; her body 

had its own scent, a good vegetable smell, 

strong and pleasant. At thirty-one Lucile 

Biancherie was almost as slender as when 

he married her; she was twenty-five then, 
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three years older than he was: his mother, 
who opposed the marriage, had said: “In 
five years she'll be as round and_ broad 

as a casserole.” It was a false prophecy. 
Except that her arms had become fuller, she 

had not changed; her skin was still so smooth 

and supple that it was more like a finely spun 
tissue than human skin; her eyes, dark, im- 
mense, under black arched eyebrows, were 
clear and calm, their thick lids uncreased. She 

had given Michel everything of herself except 

these eyes. The child had his father’s eyes, 
smaller, paler, with all Biancherie’s look of 
patience and goodness: for the rest he was his 
mother, with her smoothly rounded knees and 
wide shoulders, fine straight nose, and in his 
armpits and all the curves and hollows of his 
small body the same strong clean scent, of ripe 
figs, musk, olives, new bread. He had, too, his 

mother’s passionate temper, changing in an 
instant from grief to happiness, from blissful 
tenderness to a moment of violent rage, only 

a moment; like his mother again, he had a 

warmly loving heart. 

OT once in six years had Biancherie re- 
gretted marrying a young woman with- 

out a penny to her name or a decent 
dress to her back. He seated himself at the 
table. “What is Michel supposed to be?” he 
asked. 

“Why, a little English boy, of course,” cried 

his wife. “Didn't you look at him?” 
“Yes, of course. I wasn't thinking. And his 

mask?” 
“I haven’t seen it yet. He went out this 

morning, with old Madame Titine, and they 
bought it. A lion or a clown, or somé sort of 
grotesque.” 

Michel ran into the room, wearing the 
mask. It was neither grotesque nor animal; 

it was simply the face of a silly vapid young 
man, tiny black mustache, weak chin, turned- 
up nose. Biancherie disliked it at once, but 
until his wife burst out laughing he did not 
realize why. 

“But it’s you, Jeannot,” she stammered, “‘it’s 
exactly you . . . Did you know it was like 
Daddy?” she asked the little boy. 

“That's why I chose it,” said 
pleased. 

Pulling the mask off, he kissed it tenderly, 
then climbed on to his father’s knee, and 
kissed him with the same warm love. Bian- 

Michel, 
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cherie barely responded. He was shocked, a 
little dazed, hurt. Did they really, Lucile and 
his son, see in him this fatuous booby? 

Abruptly, his wife realized that he was hurt. 
She came round the table to him and pressed 
his head against her body, roughening his 

hair. 
“Don't spoil Michel's pleasure in his mask,” 

she said softly; “he chose it because he loves 
you and thinks you're the best-looking man 

in the world. As I do.” 
“But if that’s what I'm like .. .” he began. 
“You're not. It’s a child’s drawing of you, 

it’s not you at all. Not really.” 
She caressed his face, then bent and kissed 

him. Reassured, he ate his lunch with appe- 
tite, but when, before going out, he went into 
their bedroom, he stood for a full minute in 
front of the looking glass, scrutinizing his face 
... Do I look like it? . . . True, his chin was 
nothing much of a chin, and the black cir- 

cumflex of mustache drawn halfway between 
his nose and his small mouth was identical 

with that on the mask, but there, surely, the 
likeness ceased? For less than a second his 
head swam, and his eyes looked back at him 

from the glass through slits, like Michel's 
eyes through the slits in the mask. He pulled 
himself together and saw the face he was 
familiar with, not handsome, certainly, but 
not vacant and conceited, an amiable gentle 

candid face, his face. As he turned from 
the glass, Lucile came into the rocm: pick- 
ing up scarf and overcoat, he kissed her and 

went off. 

HE sky was less veiled, as if the sun were 
getting the better of the cloud, and as 
he hurried through the narrow streets 

he felt happy and. exhilarated. When he 
reached the pharmacy, his assistant, old 
Angeli, had unlocked the door and was wait- 

ing for him inside, his face dark with news. 
“You're wanted at your mother’s. She's 

dying. They've just telephoned from the Red 
Cross post. You're to go up there at once.” 

The news was expected, yet it startled him, 
as if something in his body were being 
squeezed and twisted. He decided, although 
he had more than twenty-five miles to go, to 
take a taxi. He hurried back home, told 
Lucile, who cried warmly, “Oh, poor old 
thing!"’, promised to get a message to her in 
the morning, and went off. 
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A feeling of suspense which was neither 
anxiety nor grief but confused both, kept 
him leaning forward tensely in the cab, his 

mind strained toward the village he would 
reach, with luck, in two hours. It was a 

terrific climb, and at the garage near the 

harbor they had given him an old wheezing 
car; he felt vexed that he had not taken one 

of the splendid cars waiting to be hired by 

tourists. But long before they left the out- 

skirts of Nice and began to climb into the 

hills, he had ceased to strain forward, and was 

in, yes, in the village. He had only to think 
of it, it had only to come uninvited into his 
head, for Nice—even old Nice where he lived, 

its houses vibrating like wasps’ nests, its odor- 

ous noisy streets—to become shadowy and 

colorless: at once, without willing it, he was 
crossing the small dusty square in scorching 

sun, his feet burned through the soles of his 

sandals by the iron-hard earth, his eyelids 
fluttering in the light; or walking, stumbling 

over loose stones, down the street to his 

mother’s house: not a single street in this 

village of two hundred souls had been made; 

they were all tracks, of pale dust in summer, 

of mud in winter before the snow came and 

after it melted. Even sometimes on first wak- 

ing, before he stretched out a hand and 

touched Lucile lying warm and insensible be- 

side him, he was in that other room, between 
bare walls he could touch on both sides with- 

out moving from his slip of a bed, staring at 

the barred window high in the wall. 

HE house had two rooms, only two, his 

and the one where his mother slept, and 

cooked, behind a screen. Here they sat 

in the evenings, he bent over his lessons undet 

the petrol lamp, she upright, hands folded, 

eyes fixed, not in a glance, however distant, 

but ina total absence, as if she had separated 

herself, once and tor all, from every object and 
creature round her. 

Next this almost hovel was the 

house, the large dignified house where he had 

been born and had lived until an evening in 

his fifth year. That evening he came home 

from spending the day lower down the steep 

street with Madame Gabano, his foster 

mother, to find the great front door locked 

and sealed. His mother was waiting for him in 

the doorway of their new home. 

door to 

As a child does, he had accepted the « hange 
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without misgiving. His father was not there. 

Once alter this he asked for him, and she said 

violently, 

“He has gone.” 
He never asked again. Years later he 

learned what had happened. His tather had 

been away tor days, one of his habitual ab- 
sences. That morning, after his mother had 
dispatched him to Madame Gabano, she sent 

to Vence for the notary and ordered him to fix 

seals on the house—her own—and to intorm 

her husband that this time it would be no 

use his returning. It was finished. Let him 

stay with his other wife Her husband 
made no attempt to come back to her; his 

son did not even know whether he were alive 

sul. The great house remained shut up, all 

its furniture in place. She never set foot in it 

again. 

HE boy was not unhappy living, with his 

nearly silent mother, in’ their two 

rooms. He was by nature gay and confi 

dent, and he had always (like his tather) 

another home, his foster mother's, Madame 

Gabano’s warm dark kitchen below the little 

caté with its overpowering smell of red coarse 

wine and garlic: the window, on the precipice 

side of the house, overlooked a descending 

pattern of hills folding one into another, 

down, down, to the plain and the thin distant 
arc of sea. Here he had a family, a real 

family, with outbursts of laughter, scolding, 
tears; in Picrre one core 

Pierre his foster 

Gsabano's bed, 

brother—his triend, Pierre. 

Four years older than Jeannot, Pierre, at 
nine, was not a child: broad-shouldered, with 

a high color in his dark cheeks, large strong 

hands, feet of which every toe moved as easily 
as a finger, and magnificent eyes, so thickly 

lringed by long black eyelashes that they ap 

peared to take up even more space than they 

did in his wide face. He was short in body, 

but very strong, very gentle. Jean Biancherie 

followed at his heels like a young dog, waiting 

for the caress he was certain betore long to get 

Pierre at this time was his mother, it was with 

Pierre that he had all his experience of the 

tenderness of a mother. 

For three or tour years alter the day his 

mother sealed the house, Pierre was the whole 

of his family. Then, with the reckless gen 

crosity for which she was known, Madame 

Gabano adopted the daughter of neighbors 
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HE car was grinding up 
the last mile of road. Seen 

from below, the village 

was a jagged line of walls the 
yellow color of ivory, poised on 
the knife-point of the hill. Be- 

low them the hill dropped sheer- 

ly away a hundred feet into a 

gentler slope scarred by derelict 

terraces, from the time when 
eight hundred people lived here 

and grew olives. Now the only 
olive trees were his mother’s. 

The car stopped in the 

square; the driver refused to at- 

tempt the street leading out of it. 

who had died suddenly. Lucile Grassi was 
twelve. He remembered her coming into the 

kitchen when he was there, in her black ugly 

dress, her eyes reddened, her lips thick with 
crying. Pierre was not at home. Madame 
Gabano had to go upstairs to the café, and 

he was left alone with her. Sh®sat down on 

the corner of Pierre’s bed and took no notice 

of his shy words. 
After a time, because he did not know what 

else to do, he began to reel about the room 
like a clown, hoping to make her laugh. She 
did laugh. She laughed, then cried a little, 
and a minute later fell suddenly asleep, falling 
back on the bed as if something in her had 

given way. He was afraid to budge. He stood 

and stared. She lay with one arm over the 

side of the bed. He saw the fingers of this 

hand, small, plump, slowly uncurl until it lay 
on the floor like the soft paw of a little animal. 
Holding his breath, he went down on one 

knee and kissed it, timidly, gently. 
I must, he reflected, have begun to love her 

in that moment, without knowing it. She 

returned his love. For her years she was 

childish, and they played together as if they 
were of an age, rolling about the floor, like 

puppies, under Pierre's amused eyes. He was 

only’ a year older than Lucile, but at. this 
time, at thirteen, he was already almost a 
young man. Sometimes, between the warmth 
of the kitchen and their exertions, the two 
young ones rolled into each other and fell 

asleep. Pierre picked them up then and 
dropped them on his bed. 

Empty in winter sunlight, 
the square received him and 

pushed him gently down the 
stony dust of the street, between houses, half 

of them abandoned, the rest all eyes behind 
the low windows. 

Is she still alive? 
He pushed open the door. Madame Ga- 

bano stood up at the side of the bed, balancing 

from side to side her sparrow’s head, thrusting 

her wrinkled lips forward in a smile. 

“You're here, Jeannot. Good.” 

He bent over his mother lying in the center 

of the bed. “Is she asleep?” 

“No, poor lady—unconscious.”” She sighed. 
“Now you've come I can go home and see to 

things a little. I'll come back.” 

“What is there to do for her?” he asked, 

uneasy. 
“Nothing, 

nothing.” 
my Jeannot. There's p¢ OT 

Alone, he brought his face close to the 

face lying there inert, a fragment of old brown 

wood, the eyelids a darker brown than the 

rest, and sunken, as if there were nothing 

under them, as if what had been an absence 

of looking had become an absence at last of 

her eyes themselves. 

“I’m here,” he said. “This is Jean, your 

son Jean.” 
There was no recognition in the dark face: 

below the forehead, scored across by irregular 

black lines, her beaked nose stood out like 

a little scimitar. Biancherie rubbed his own. 

You could at least have given me that, he 

reflected. 

It was growing dark when Madame Gabano 

came back. She had left a meal ready for him 
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in her kitchen. He went off, ate, drank part of 
the bottle of wine, and returned. 
‘How long will this go on?” he asked. 
“A day. Two days. Or a few hours. Go to 

bed and sleep. I'll sit up.” 
“No, Mamma,” he told her. “Leave her to 

me.” 

She fussed round him for a time, and at 

last, quite glad to go, went. 

T WAS an interminable night. He thought 
of Lucile asleep now in the wide bed in 
their room, of his mother’s retusal to see 

her or acknowledge her as a daughter-in-law, 

of her contempt for the young woman as a 

nothing, the daughter of two nothings. Dou- 

ble zero, she called her. 
What else but this contempt had driven 

Lucile to refuse, during more than two long 
years, to marry him? The first time he asked 
her, when he was nineteen and she twenty- 

two, she had refused gently; after that, her 
rejections became sharper and irritable. She 
suffered, he thought, from that cruel double 

zero. When she gave in, it came suddenly, 

brusquely, very much as she had dropped 
asleep that first day, a spring broken in her. 
He was already in Nice, living there during 

the week and coming home at the weekend. 

One Sunday he had been helping to pick 
the olives; toward four o'clock, exhausted, he 
gave it up and came home. He left Pierre 

there, still hard at work. Almost at the village, 

he saw a young woman still bending over the 

stone trough at the end of the street, wringing 

the sheets she had been washing. It was 

Lucile. He walked with her to Madame 

Gabano’'s, carrying the damp bundle. She 
forced herself to be gay, to chatter to him, 

but she was tired. In the kitchen she held 

out her hands, purple with cold, finger-ends 

wrinkled. Half smiling, half bitter, she said, 

“They'll soon be like everyone else’s—pads, 

not hands.” 

He caught hold of them. 

“When you marry me, you'll be living in 

Nice, with no need to ruin your hands to 
wash sheets.” 

She laughed at him, mocking and gentle. 
“What could I do in Nice? They would 

make fun of me.” 
“No one would laugh at you, at my wife. 

Everyone without exception would look at 
you with respect. You're so calm, so beautiful, 
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you would be like a princess living there.” 

She turned away from him. 

“I’m too old for you. I'm three years older 
than you, my dear Jeannot.” 

His heart beating violently, he made an 
unsteady move toward her. 
give in to him. He knew. 

“Nonsense,” he said, with difhculty. “You 

are only a child—my child. 1 was born olde 
than you, much older.” 

She let him take her in his arms. There 

were tears on her eyelids, but she was smiling. 

He kissed the side of her neck: though she 

did not return his kisses. she tightened her 

hold of him and he felt her tremble. 
Neither of them heard Pierre. The first 

sound they heard was his indrawn_ breath. 

Lucile freed herself and wheeled round. 
“Jeannot and I are going to be married.” 

“She has agreed,” Biancherie cried. “At 

last.” 

He waited for Pierre to sinile, to throw both 

arms round him and kiss him, and kiss Lucile. 
Pierre did not move. 

“Is it true?” he asked Lucile. 
“Yes, of course.” 

“Why?” 
“What do you mean, why?” said Biancherie. 

“We've always loved each other, I'm of age, 
I have money of my own, why shouldn't we 
get married?” 

“Your mother,” said Pierre. 

Oh, if that were all. “My mother will agree 

to what she can’t ptevent any longer.” 
“D'you think sor That isn't my idea of 

Madame Biancherie. She has never in her 
life agreed to what vexed her. Coming from 

God or the devil. Still less chance when it only 

comes from you.” 

“Why are you talking like this?” Biancherie 

asked. 

“He is surprised,” said Lucile quietly. She 
spoke to Pierre, looking at him. “How can I 

go on living here—with nothing—with hardly 

a pair of stockings to my name? And nothing 

to look forward to except hard work, poverty, 

wrinkles? Think, Pierre.” 

“Yes,” he answered. 

There was a silence. Pierre lifted his head 

and looked from one to the other. He smiled. 

Laying an arm round Buiancherie, he kissed 
him on both cheeks. 

“You'll be happy. Lucile will be kind to 
you.” 

She was going to 
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Biancherie laughed. “You haven't asked me 

to be kind to Lucile.” 
“No need,” said Pierre, “you couldn't help 

it. You can’t help being kind.” 

“Who could,” he smiled, “to Lucile?” 

“Who could to Lucile?” echoed Pierre. 

It was after their marriage that Pierre him- 
self went off, to become a sailor. His mother, 
Madame Biancherie, the whole village, were 

stupefied. The sea, after all! But he enjoyed 

his new life. The first thing he did at the 

end of a voyage, before going home to his 

mother, was to climb the eight flights of 

stairs to see his foster brother and Lucile, 
bringing them whatever had caught his eye 
in Valparaiso or Puerto Buenos, a piece of 

silk, a fan, a nest of carved boxes. These visits, 

too short, were gay, gayer than the Carnival. 

HE shadows fying up and out of the 
night light merged into one shadow. 

Hanging forward in his chair, he fell 
asleep. He woke with a jerk of his body. His 
watch had stopped, but he heard passing the 

house a man going to work, and he knew it 

must be daylight. Noisclessly he opened the 
shutter: light came into the room. 

Madame Gabano arrived and sent him off 
to drink the coffee she had left at the side of 

the stove. Later, about ten, the doctor arrived. 
“Another twenty-four 

“She's strong.” 

“Poor lady,” said Madame Gabano. 
“She feels nothing,” said the doctor. 

“Can you be sure?” 

The doctor shrugged his shou'ders. He had 

other patients in the village, and went off. 

Biancherie hurried out. He telephoned to 
Angeli at the pharmacy. to tell him what the 

doctor had said. “Let my wife know—at once— 

that I shall be staying up here another night.” 

He went back to the house. As he opened the 

door, his foster mother turned round from 

the bed slowly, and told him, 

“Your mother is dead.” 

An hour or so later, 
leaving the house for 

Madame Gabano said, 
“My poor Jeannot, you must go out for a 

time, and leave her with me. Put it at two 
hours. What will you do? Walk? Go home?” 

By home, as he knew, she meant her own 
kitchen. Obeying an impulse, he asked the 
doctor, 

hours,” he said. 

when the doctor was 

the second time, 
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“If you're going back to Nice will you run 

me down there? I can see my wife for a few 
minutes and come straight back.” 

“Certainly.” 

He wanted the warmth of Lucile’s body 
against his own for a moment, a solace, a 

remedy against the mortal cold he had felt 
flowing round him. It had set his teeth chat- 

tering. All would be well if, for only a 

moment, he could rest his cheek below her 
throat and feel her hand press it there closely. 
The complete security she gave him with this 

one gesture was so exquisite that each time it 

happened he thought the same thing: She is 
giving me my soul. Nothing else she did for 

him equaled this gift of security. So gentle, 

so simple, so beyond any gratitude. Always, 

he felt always, when he put his arms round 

her, or when, turning the light off, he came 

to lie beside her in their bed, the same sensa- 
tion of warmth and safety he had felt as a 
child the moment he stepped into his foster 

mother’s kitchen and closed the door on every- 

thing that chilled and puzzled him outside. 

HE doctor dropped him in the center of 

Nice. It was two hours before the 

Carnival would start, but already 

excited children were running about the 

square in any sort of cheap _pinned-together 

disguise. He smiled, remembered Michel's 

mask, and frowned. 

He let himself into the apartment without 

a sound. Michel, he knew, would be sleeping, 

or at ‘least lying on his bed pretending to 

sleep. “No sleep, no Carnival,” his mother 

would have warned. There were no sounds of 

life but, to his surprise, he saw that three 

people had had lunch in the kitchen. The 

table was still covered with their plates and 

glasses. The door of the sitting room was 

open, and he could see across it to the balcony. 

Lucile was out there, with Pierre. They 

stood, so closely embraced, Lucile’s body as if 
molded into Pierre's, his mouth closed on 

hers, that the only movement possible was 

that of Pierre’s hands, passing in a series of 

light touches up her body as far as the 
shoulders. When they reached her shoulders 
she pressed her head back, an expression of 
anguish on her face, her lips parted, showing 

the line of her teeth, her eyes wide open. This 

expression more than anything  stupefied 
Biancherie. He had never seen anything like 
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it on her face. But how could I? he thought 
dully. She never felt like that for me. ' 

Without another thought, without making 
a sound, he crept back along the passage to 
the door, opened it noiselessly, and went away. 

or a long time he walked about the 
streets, with a harassed rapid step, as 
though in search of something. He 

was not thinking. When, without meaning to, 

he came back toward the square, it was filled 
with people. The monstrous grotesques of 
the Carnival were jigging round in the sun, 
under a torrent of music brayed by the loud- 
speakers. 

Suddenly, not very far from him in the 

crowd, he saw the three of them, Lucile, 
Pierre, laughing, with Michel straddling his 
broad shoulders. The child was wearing his 
mask, and now for the first time Biancherie 
felt hatred opening in him, like a horrible 
wound. No doubt Lucile had lied, it was she 

who had chosen the mask and taught his son 
to laugh at him. For a searing moment he 

confounded her and the child in one spasm 
of hatred. Michel put his hand up, pushed 
the mask off*his face, and instantly became 
his good Jitthe Michel, impulsive, warm- 
hearted, loving. The hatred devouring Bian- 

cherie turned against his wife and Pierre; if 

it had touched them they would be dead. 
Afraid of being seen, he turned and elbowed 
his way through the crowd, and went by back 
streets to the pharmacy. The idea of killing 
them persisted in him: his meager body had 
become a block of anger. A phrase repeated 

itself in his mind. 
“Double zero, double zero.”’ 

If he could rub out this double zero, make 
it the nothing it had always, except in his in- 
fatuated head, been, what a relief. What 
became of him afterward was completely 

unimportant. 
There were three people in the pharmacy. 

Angeli, after sending him a commiserating 
inquisitive glance, went on serving them. 

Biancherie smiled vaguely. Going into the 
room at the back, he helped himself to enough 
gardenal to kill four or five people. 

Angeli came in. “I wasn’t expecting you, I 
thought—” 

“My mother is dead,” he interrupted. 
He felt his knees giving way. He sat down, 

broken, in the only chair. He shut his eyes, 
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until he felt a glass placed against his lips. 
“Drink this up.” 
He drank it, and felt 

“Thanks. I'm all right.” 

“It's a shock when they go,” said Angeli. 

“You should go home now and let your 
wife put you to bed for the day.” 

“Perhaps.” 
He left, and went back to the apartment. 

There, the remains of lunch had been cleared 
away, except for a nearly full bottle of the 

rough wine Pierre liked. No doubt they 
meant to finish it at supper. He did not 
look inside the bedroom, his and Lucile’s. In- 
stead, he busied himself dissolving the gar- 

denal in the wine, then sat down to wait. As 

they came in at the door he would jump up, 
cry, “Pierre! What luck! When did you get 
here?” And run to the cupboard for glasses. 
Pretending to drink he would watch, watch, 

his senses return. 

until, not sure what was happening to them, 
half insensible, their limbs heavy, first one 
and then the other slid to the floor. 

In all this, he had forgotten Michel. When, 

abruptly, he thought of him, the image 

that jumped into his mind was of Michel as 
a six-months-old baby. He had been as old 
as that before Pierre—away on a long voyage, 
lasting a year and a half—saw him. How gently 
he had lifted him out of his cradle! And held 
him on one arm, Michel's head fitting neatly 
into the hollow of his shoulder. 

“He's exactly his mother,” he said. 
“Yes, isn’t he!” 
At this instant Michel opened his cyes and 
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looked directly at the dark rosy face above his. 
Smiling, Pierre traced with his finger a line 
round these widely-open eyes. 

“But he has your cyes, Jeannot, your good 
kind eyes. Let’s hope he has your kind heart 
as well.” 

“If he has as much goodness as Lucile, that’s 

all I want,” he answered. 
Astonishing both men, Lucile burst into a 

violent fit of tears. “No, no,”’ she stammered, 

“no, I'm not good. It is you, Jeannot, you.” 
At the time he had put it down to the ner- 

vous overexcitement of a young woman with 

her first baby. She had recovered quickly, and 
the evening, Michel safely asleep, had been 
one of delicious happiness and gaiety, with 

bursts of laughter when Pierre brought out 

the wildly unsuitable presents he had thought 
of for the child. 

When, he wondered, did it begin? 

sar it had been waiting all these years 
for him, a scene came back from the 

past. From his twelfth year. He was in 

the kitchen with Lucile and his foster brother: 
it was late evening, nearly ten o'clock, and 
still very warm. It had been a hot heavy day. 
Lucile, restless and languid, moved about the 
room, and Pierre—Picrre the young man of 

sixteen, with the line of black feathery hairs 
along his upper lip—watched her. 

“Jeannot, your mother will be augry if you 

don’t go home,” he said. 
He knew it, but did not move, uncasy, feel- 

ing himself unwanted, at a loss. Suddenly 
Pierre stood up and walked across the room 
to where Lucile was leaning against the win- 

dow. 

Stooping, he rubbed his dark face against 
hers, and passed his mouth over her forehead, 
her eyes, hair. These caresses were not dif- 

ferent from others the boy had seen him give 
her, yet there was a difference. Bending 
lower, Pierre made the infantile gesture of 
pressing his nose against the breasts outlined 
under her cotton dress. Turning, she looked 
at the boy. 

“Go home to bed.” 
The roughness, the impatience, of her voice 

startled him out of his inertia. He went. 
They had begun to make love, he thought. 

Or that, perhaps, was the evening they began. 
Closing his eyes, he let rise behind them 
images thrown up by his jealousy and rage: 
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Pierre taking the girl's head between his 
hands, drawing it toward him, his mouth 

seeking her hair or her eyes, Pierre lying back, 
for a moment passive, under the pressure of 

her young mouth. 

But, suddenly, scattering these images, 
flinging them aside, there rose in him a jet of 
pure grief. It was without force or heat, yet 
tore him apart. She has always been so kind, 
he thought. And Pierre is so kind. 

A ridiculous memory seized him: the day 
when, a very little boy, he forgot himself as 
they say, and Pierre whipped off his knickers. 
washed him, washed them, dried them on the 
stove, and had them back on him before 

Madame Gabano came downstairs from the 

café. 

The memory filled him with love. His 

heart turned over in him. Never, he had 
never felt for his foster brother such a swell- 
ing wave of love and tenderness. It swept him 

to a point where he felt, about both of them, 

his wile and Pierre, that they were younger 

and weaker than he was. It was almost a 

maternal feeling, astonishing and fright- 

ening. 
How I spoiled things for them, he thought. 

Not only that night. How, with my money, 
my assured future, I turned Lucile away from 
her contentment as the wife of a man who 

could give her none of the things I have 

given her, with whom she would have been 

poor, hard-worked, prematurely old, but—in 
a word—filled. 

He felt a sharp pity for her, pure love, pure 

tenderness. 
The sooner T take myself out of their way 

the better, he thought calmly. He stood up. 
Shaking the bottle of wine as if it were medi- 

cine, he measured out half of it into a tum 

bler, poured the rest down the sink, and 
carried the tumbler into the bedroom. 

He drank all the bitter wine, and lay down 

HE door was flung open by Michel. He 
danced into the room, wearing his silly 

little mask. Capering round the bed, he 
cried, 

“Look at me, I'm you now. I'm me and 
you. Do look.” 

Since there was no answer from the bed, he 
pouted and ran back into the kitchen shout- 
ing to his mother and Tonton Pierre that his 

father had come back and was asleep. 



American management has come a long way since the days of “the public 

be damned” attitude of tycoon and railroad baron. ... But what is the parse 
duty of the captain of industry today—now that old-age benefits, the 

wives of employees, and the community chest have come under his ‘sing? § 

The Responsibilities of 

Management 

Peter F.. Drucker 

ou might wonder, if you were a con- 
scientious newspaper reader, when the 

managers of American business had any 

time for business. Last spring I watched the 

papers for a single month with a specific ques- 

tion in mind—what does nianagement think it 

ought to do about its public responsibilities? 

In a few weeks I discovered that management 

was ready to take upon itself as many good 
works as a Boy Scout troop. Here, for exam- 

ple, are some of the responsibilities that well- 

known businessmen asserted publicly were 

the business of business: the Community 
Chest drive, the employment of the physically 

handicapped, research in the social sciences, 

and support of symphony orchestras. That is 
only a start. It is business's business, they 

say, to back religious tolerance, to support 

the United Nations, and to foster the eco- 

nomic education of the American people. It 

should also stand behind a liberal foreign- 

trade policy, take care of intellectual refugees 
from China, and ensure the freedom of the 

press in| America. It should concern itself 
with conservation of forests. 

Mr. Sloan of General Motors and Mr. 

Abrams of Standard Oil (New Jersey), to be 

more specific, have formed an organization to 

discharge management's responsibilities for 

the maintenance of the private colleges. Mr. 
Paepcke of the Container Corporation of 
America not only asserts, but applies, the 

theory that management has a responsibility 

for the arts. 

In some cases, of course, when businessmen 

aver that they have a “public responsibility” 
it is only a fashionable way of saying: “Here 

is a worthy cause; let's give money to it.” On 

the other hand there is no doubt that because 
of its power and prominence in’ industrial 

society management must accept heavy public 

responsibilities that go far beyond charity. 
No one, IT think, would question the fact 

that this attitude on the part of 
managers is an 

business 

improvement over the 

“public be damned” point of view that 

marred the period of cantankerous free 

enterprise and exuberant industrial growth. 

It is a corollary of What is often called the 

“professionalization” = of — management—by 

which is meant the trend among managers to 

think of themselves alinost as public servants, 

not as men driven by a ruthless craving for 
profits. Yet there is another sense in which 

their new attitude is not wholly an improve- 

ment. Managers, it seems to me, have gone 

so far afield in searching for new social respon- 

sibilities that they have lost sight of those 
that lie under their very noses. 

Let us look at management's real public 

responsibilities. They are a long way from 
the Community Chest and the care of intel- 
lectual refugees from China. They are not 

just a cultural frosting on the cake that man- 
agement both wants to have and to eat. They 
are, | am convinced, part and parcel of their 

business responsibilities. They are the real 
business of business. 
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I think that we can agree that the first 
responsibility of management is always to the 
business enterprise and that, since it is the 
primary job of any business enterprise to 
make a profit, management must see to it 
that it does. This profit must be the mini- 
mum that the business needs to do its job, 
and the job is more than merely to see that 
the shareholders get a return on their invest- 
ment. No business operates in a purely finan- 
cial climate. It operates in a socal climate 
as well, a climate peopled not only by stock- 
holders but by employees and by consumers 
and by the members of the community, small 
and large, in which it has its being. Whether 
it likes it or not, management has a responsi- 
bility to all of these people and has to take 
them all into account when it calculates what 
its minimum profit must be. 

Business must not only make a profit for its 
owners but it must also cover the risks of 
the future. It must meet its share of com- 
munity responsibilities which it does partly 
by paying the taxes that the community de- 
mands,’and it must support a steady improve- 
ment in the goods it| produces or in’ the 

services it supplies. 

ANAGEMENTS in) America are nothing 
if not “profit-conscious.”” Usually 
they talk about their responsibilities 

to the shareholder for profits; and while this 
is certainly one of their responsibilities, the 
shareholder, at least in a publicly owned com- 
pany, can always sell his shares and get out. 
But what about the rest of us? [fan enterprise 
fails, it is not just the stockholders who take a 
loss; we all lose. Jobs are gone and wealth 
is wasted. -It is the community that bears 
the brunt, and we are all part of the com- 
munity. It is management's job to see to it 
that it makes enough profit both for the 
enterprise and for society—cnough for the 
people who own the business and enough for 
those who live by it. 

The fact is that we all live by it, however 
indirectly it may seem to touch us, and the 
policy decisions that are made by management 
affect all of us. But let it be said that this 
is a two-way street. If it is true that the 
decisions of management affect our welfare, 
it is just as true that our attitudes toward 
business affect its welfare. Management must 
conduct their affairs in such a way that they 
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make the minimum profit which they need to 
discharge their responsibilities and at the 
same time keep all of us even if we are not 
owners rooting for the business enterprise. 

But let us take some examples of specific 
public responsibilities that face management 
and see how it is discharging them. Some 

relate- directly to the people who work for 
the enterprise, some to the larger public. 
Some are near at hand; some lie further in 
the future. But all of them are closely tied 
to the main business of business, and none 
of them are the sort of thing that I found 

to be worrying management when I made my 

informal survey of the newspapers last spring. 

What Employees Demand 

T SHOULD have been clear to any manage- 
ment ten years ago that the changing age 
structure of the American population, 

coupled with the steady drop in the purchas- 
ing power of the dollar, would produce an 

irresistible demand on business to do some- 
thing for old employees. Some managements— 
those of General Electric; Sears, Roebuck; or 
the Bell Telephone System, for instance—saw 
this need forty or fifty years ago and did some- 
thing about it. But few others anticipated the 

inevitable. As a result managements have 

been forced to accept demands for employee 

pensions which impose the greatest rather 

than the least burden on the enterprise. Fur- 
thermore they do not meet the real problem 
of what to do with the older worker who is 
both willing and able to continue to do some 
useful work. 

American managements are about, I am 

afraid, to make exactly the same kind of mis- 
take in handling the demand for stabilized 

employment and income for workers. Social 
pressure is behind this demand and the pres- 
sure is becoming all but irresistible. His- 

torically the line between “salary” and “wage” 
has been the line between “middle class’ and 
“working class.”. Though during most of our 
history, for example, the bricklayer has been 
paid at a higher rate than the teacher or the 
minister, the teacher's income—low as it has 
been—has_ traditionally been an = “annual 
salary,” the bricklayer’s an “hourly wage.” 
But the worker in this country has by and 
large become ‘“‘middle class’ in his way of life, 
his standard of living, and his basic atti- 
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tudes, and his demand for stabilized employ- 
ment and income is something much more 
powerful than a demand for economic gain 
or economic security. It is a demand for the 
social symbol that expresses the worker's new 
social and economic status. Status has tre- 
mendous emotional appeal to everyone but 

especially to a generation which still suffers 
from the “depression psychosis” it acquired in 
the thirties. 

The Desire for Absolutes 

BSOLUTE employment-security—the “guar- 
anteed annual wage” of union rhetoric 

—cannot satisly this demand. Absolute 
security is as empty a promise as one of im- 

mortality would be. Such a promise would 
not only end in bitter disillusionment; it 
would make a depression almost inevitable 
and extremely severe. And (as a similar guar- 

antee in Italy has done) it would keep em- 

ployers from hiring new workers and would 

thus actually create unemployment. 

But it is possible to find the employment ex- 

pectation in most businesses, and it is almost 
always much higher than either management 

or workers realize. It is nearly always possible 
to improve this expectation significantly by 
better management methods that stabilize 

work; and wherever that has been done the 

result has been a real improvement in’ busi- 

ness performance. Finally it is possible to 

insure an expectation of this sort in a way 

that makes it dependable for the worker and 

without risk to the business. To find and 

develop this workable, if not profitable, way 
to satisfy the worker's demand for employ- 
ment security is a clear duty a management 
owes to the enterprise that pays its salaries. 

To refuse to recognize it will in the long run 

saddle enterprise and economy with the 
phony “immortality” of an absolute employ- 
ment guarantee. 

A. similar responsibility of management 

may well exist today with respect to the de- 
mand for equality in employment regardless 

of race, creed, and color—and a management 

that is alive to its responsibilities to the 
enterprise, might realize that this demand 

may outside the Deep South include within 
a few years a demand for racial equality in 
respect to promotional opportunities. 

So far IT have mentioned only responsi- 

bilities that arise out of already existing pub- 

lic pressures. But management also owes it to 
the enterprise to manage in such a way that 
it does not create public demands and public 
policies which will threaten in the future the 
enterprise, its freedom, and its economic suc- 

Cess. 
In recent years, for instance, many com 

panies have dispersed their plants geo- 

graphically. In doing so some of them 
have simply built, in a new location, a replica 

of the original plant that turns out the same 

product for the same market. In many cases 

both the old and the new plants are the main 

source of employment in’ their respective 
communities. There is a rubber company 

with old plants in Akron and a new plant in 

a small Southern town: a ball-bearing com 

pany with an old plant in a small New Eng 

land town and a new plant ina small town in 

Ohio; a shirt-maker with old plants in upstate 

New York and a new plant in rural Ten- 

nessee, and many others 

NA depression this can only lead to serious 

public reaction. Tt may even lead to a de- 

mand for governmental regulation and 

planning of plant location. For in a depres- 

sion management will have to decide which of 

these plants to close down and which to keep 

open—the new plants, which represent a high 

capital investment, have by and large a high 

break-even point, and thus require capacity 
operations in order to be profitable; or the 

old plants, around which a whole community 

may have grown up. But will any community, 

no matter how eager it was to obtain the new 

industry, take quietly a management decision 

to deprive it of its main source of income so 

as to keep up employment in some other com- 
munity? 

The bitterness and tenacity of the recent 

strike of the Hatters’ Union in Danbury, Con- 

necticut, caused by the mere suspicion that 

management might intend to move opera- 

tions from an old-established local plant to 

new plants in the South and Midwest, shows 

what impact management decisions of this 

sort have even during a boom. If the market 

and the forces of the business cycle bring 

about local unemployment, that’s one thing. 

But if management does so, that’s quite an- 

other thing. It may therefore be a vital man- 
agement responsibility to organize new plants 
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so that they have their own markets and their 
own products. Otherwise expansion will lead 

to a clash between management and the com- 

munity, between the requirements of the 

business and the requirements of public 
policy. And in such a clash business is bound 
to lose. 

Another current practice which may tend 

to breed hostile public opinion and public 
policies is the exclusive hiring of college 

graduates for management positions. It nar- 

rows the promotional opportunities for fore- 

men and thus cuts off the most) important 

rungs on the traditional American ladder of 

opportunities; the same is truce of the policy 
of not hiring older workers. “Vo discharge its 

responsibility to the enterprise management 
should give close attention to the impact of 

these practices upon the public wellare and 

upon public opinion. 
In brief, management should always, in 

every one of its policies and decisions, ask the 
question: what would the public reaction be 

if everyone in industry did thatz What would 
the public impact be if this behavior were 

general business behavior? And this is not 

just a question the large corporations have to 

ask. Small businesses and their managements 

have fully as much of an impact. 

Dangerous Ground 

o FAR we have been talking about  re- 

sponsibilities that lie right under the 

nose of management, and all of them 

are responsibilities that, T believe, they must 
assume. But there is another side to the coin. 
There ave responsibilities that management 

should avoid. There are danger areas into 

which management should not venture, for 

it has a responsibility not to undermine our 
social beliefs and not to usurp authority that 
extends beyond its rightful area of operation. 

It must not take over the management of the 

lives as well as the jobs of its employees. 

“It's always a toss-up whether the men will 

stop work on an economic issue,” an experi- 
enced union leader once said, “but you can 
always pull them out on a good grievance.” 

The unions, it is true, have effectively limited 
management control of the worker—some- 

times too effectively. But the same cannot be 
said of the relations of management with its 

own kind. Increasingly, businesses claim the 
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absolute allegiance of their management peo- 
ple and absolute control over them. The vice 

president in charge of personnel in one of our 

largest Companies, for exainple, advocates in 

all seriousness that young executives present 
their fiancées to the company for inspection 

and approval before being allowed to marry 

them. 

“A man’s wile is a very important factor 
in his success,” he explains. “And we have 

much too large a stake in our executives to 

allow them to ruin themselves.” 

And while this man’s associates laugh at 

him for being “impractical,” none of them 

to my knowledge have said bluntly that the 
SULZESLION IS an Outrage. 

N A free society the citizen is a loyal mem- 

ber of many institutions; and none can 

claim him entirely or alone. Jn this 

pluralism lies the strength and the freedom of 

a free society. We the enterprise ever forgets 

this, society will retaliate by making its own 

supreme institution, the State, omnipotent 

and total. Today's tendency of so many (espe- 
cially of our larger) enterprises to assume 

paternal authority over its management pco- 

ple and to demand of them a special allegiance 

to the enterprise is socially irresponsible, in- 

defensible alike on grounds of public policy 

and the enterprise's self-interest. The com- 
pany is not and must never claim to be home, 

family, religion, lite, or fate for the individual 

In management. It must not interfere in his 

private life or his citizenship. The employce 

is tied to the company through a voluntary 

and cancelable employment » contract, not 

through some mystical and indissoluble bond. 

Whatever an employment contract implies 

the enterprise can demand of him—but not 
one lota more. 

It is even highly doubtlul whether manage- 

ments are entitled to use the findings of the 

so-called “social sciences” to attempt to “moti- 

vate” or to “lead” their employees, or to 

“change their attitudes.” For all these are 

polite terms for “control through manipula- 

tion.” 
It is one of the responsibilities of manage- 

ment to know where its responsibilities stop, 

for it is when management oversteps the 

limits of its legitimate sphere of action that it 

runs head on into adverse public opinion. It 

behooves management to realize that in every 



THE RESPONSIBILITIES OF MANAGEMENT 71 

business policy and every business action it 

ought to consider the impact of its decisions 

on society. Does its action promote the pub- 

lic good? Is it likely to advance the basic 
beliefs of our society? Will it contribute to 
stability, strength, and harmony? If the 

answers are negative, then the policies will 

ultimately be harmful to business. 

uT let us go back to where we started. 

What about management's responsi- 

bilities for the colleges, for foreign 
policy, and for the arts? Management is, after 

all, one of the leading groups in our society, 

and is it not the responsibility of leading 

groups to be concerned with such matters? 

The answer is yes. All leading groups need 

to be concerned. But to assume responsi- 

bility is quite another matter, for responsi- 

bility implies authority and it is none of 
management's legitimate business to have au- 

thority over such matters as education and 
the arts. Indeed it is unthinkable. But that 

is not to say that there are not public responsi- 

bilities over which management may very well 

assume responsibility which carries with it 

authority. There are public responsibilities 
which are legitimately the business of busi- 

ness, and where it can function effectively and 

in the public welfare as a leading group. 

Such an area, and a major one, is fiscal 

policy. Look, and let management look, at 
our tax structure. It was built when the 

income tax was 4 per cent (and that applied 

only to millionaires). It has grown like Topsy, 

so that what we have teday is an illogical, 

unmanageable, even immoral tax structure 

that encourages and rewards irresponsible ac- 

tions and decisions on the part of both busi- 

ness and private individuals. Here is an area 
where management can make a major contri- 

bution and where, therefore, it has a major 

responsibility. 
It is not enough for management to scream 

that taxes are too high. What we need is a 

policy that reconciles the necessity of con- 
tinuing high government expenditure with 

the requirements of society and economy. As 
long as management confines itself to shout- 

ing “down with taxes” it will not have dis- 

charged its responsibility for fiscal policy. In 
fact it will only have made itself look irre- 
sponsible in the eyes of the public. 

Wherever management's competence gives 

it authority, it also has a responsibility, and 
this responsibility has to be discharged in the 
public interest. It is not good enough for 

management to start out with the premise, 

“what is good for the business is good for the 

country,” even though, for the very large com- 

pany (such as General Motors) which is almost 

a cross section of the American economy, 

there is a great deal of concealed truth in this 

understandably unpopular assertion. — For 

while management's competence is the basis 

of its authority, the only basis on which this 

authority can be used, is the public interest. 

What is good for the business is irrelevant. 

The reason why Paul Hoffman's Commit- 

tee for Economie Development was such a 

resounding success and was so generally 

applauded by the public was not that its 

policies and recommendations were more 

“liberal” than those of the National Associa- 

tion of Manutacturers: actually the NAM is 

a great deal more “liberal” in many areas. 

What made CED acceptable was precisely that 
it focused on the public interest and tried to 
brush aside whatever private interests its man- 

agement members might have had. The 

NAM on the other hand always seems to act 

as though what is good for its membership 

must also be good for the country. It is for 
this reason that it is viewed with general 

suspicion, if not with distrust. 

Sears, Roebuck and IBM 

r MAY sometimes seem (indeed, it often 

does) that the public welfare and the 

welfare of business are at loggerheads. 

But we cannot avoid the conclusion that man- 

agement as one of the leading groups in our 

society has the responsibility for trying to 
reconcile whatever is genuinely in the public 

interest to what is genuinely in the interest 
of business. There are many examples of 

ingenious managements that have turned the 

public interest into self-interest: and have 

served themselves at the same time that they 

have helped to save the community from near 

disaster. 

In the worst days of the depression General 

Wood of Sears, Roebuck ordered his managers 

to pay a minimum wage averaging $15 a 

week—about twice the weekly wage then ac- 

tually paid to salesgirls, especially in small 

towns, and higher even than the minimum.- 
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wage law enacted over violent business op- 
position a few years later. Wages are a major 
expense in any retail business, and store 
managers complained that the higher wage 

costs would drive them out of business. Gen- 
eral Wood remained firm. He argued: there 

is an absolute minimum income on which an 

employee can live these days. Any wage below 
that is therefore contrary to the public in- 
terest. It's our job as managers to make the 

higher wages an opportunity to bring about 
better performance and lower costs—through 

better selection and training of employees, 

through lower employee turnover, through 
higher sales per employee. And Sears suc- 

ceeded in absorbing a doubling of individual 

wage rates without any reduction in profit 

margin. The decision taken twenty years 

ago certainly explains in large part the sig- 
nificant differences in performance and atti- 
tudes between Sears employees and those of 

most of the other large retail companies. 

iso during the depression the manage- 

ment of International Business Ma- 

chines decided to maintain employ- 
ment. IBM isa capital-goods producer—tradi- 

tionally a “boom-and-bust” business. All its 
competitors sharply cut back production and 

reduced their employment. IBM, however, 
decided that the maintenance of employment 
was in the social interest and therefore a 

responsibility of the company’s management. 
This meant that management had to find new 

markets—both at home and abroad—and had 
to develop new products. It meant also that 

the company had to build up sizable inven- 
tories, especially of parts, for which there was 
no foreseeable demand. Again management's 

attitude was: it’s our job to make an oppor- 

tunity out of a public responsibility. The 
result: it was the drive to find new products 
and new markets in the thirties that made 

IBM the leader in the industry today. 
If you were to say that I have given only 

examples of success and have left it for the 
bankruptcy courts to bury the examples of 
failure, you would, of course, be right. But 
that does not alter my contention that it is 
possible for management to assume public 
responsibilities and turn them to the profit 
of enterprise. When they do this they are 
serving the community and themselves. They 
are performing the real business of business, 
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and they are assuming the responsibilitie; 
which they, and only they, have the com- 
petence to discharge. 
Two hundred and fifty years ago an English 

pamphleteer, Mandeville, summed up the 
spirit of the new commercial age in a famous 
cpigram: “Private vices have become public 
benefits.” He may have been right; econ- 

omists since Adam Smith have been arguing 

the point without reaching agreement. But 
whether he was right or wrong is irrelevant: 

no society can be built on such a belief and 
last. For in a good, a moral, a lasting society 
the public good must always rest on private 
virtue. 

The fact that “capitalism,” as the nine- 
teenth century understood the term (and as 
Europe still largely understands it), was based 
on Mandeville’s principle may explain its 
material success. It certainly explains the 
revulsion against “capitalism” and “capital- 

ists’ that has swept the Western world during 

the last hundred years. “Capitalism” has been 
attacked not because it is an inefficient or a 
misgoverned society but because it is a cynical 
society. And indeed a society based on the 

assertion that private vices become public 

benefits cannot endure, no matter how prov- 
able its logic, no matter how great its benefits. 

HERE is an echo of Mandeville’s prin- 
ciple in the way so many members of 
management have gone far afield to find 

public responsibilities to assume. It is as 
though they didn't believe that business could 

serve the public interest by sticking to busi- 
ness but had to find good works to salve their 

conscience. But the fact is, and it is not only 

an encouraging but a revolutionary fact, that 

more and more business enterprises are being 
managed so as to make the public good the 
private good of the enterprise. Mandeville’s 

principle is crumbling in the face of the 

realization that this new principle of responsi- 

bility is the best hope for the future of our 

country and our society, and perhaps for the 

future of all of Western society. To make 

certain that the principle of management's 
responsibility to the enterprise and to society 
does not remain merely lip service but be- 
comes hard fact is thus the most important, 
the ultimate responsibility of management— 
to itself, to the enterprise, to our heritage, to 
our society, and to our way of life. 



If you want to write a book—or escape from the Continental 

police, or from yourself—if you want to retire to the Isle 

| of Calm—or drink the best gin fizz in the world, Majorca | 

may be the place for you. . .. But there are a few “buts.” 

Majorca for Living 
Charles W. Thayer 

Drawings by Fred Zimmer 

EARLY two thousand years ago a Roman 
writer maintained that if poisonous 
snakes were brought to Majorca they 

would lose their venom. Ships sailing to 

Majorca, he said, never were wrecked. 
Majorcans, he admitted, sometimes quarreled 
but never brawled. Recently a modern Ma- 
jorcan enthusiast pointed out that no air- 

plane bound for Majorca has ever crashed. 

Though motor accidents occur, people rarely 
get hurt. The trams, he says, are “the most 

adorably slow in the world.” And he con- 
cludes: “Majorca is anti-catastrophic.” 

My wife and I had verified these claims on 
several bricl visits to Palma. So when we 

decided to leave government service and 
wanted a place to pitch camp for a while, 
there was no question whatever as to where 

we would go. Stowing cribs, bicycles, books, 
three dogs, and a canary in an old jeep and 
trailer, and the baggage and two children in 

another car, we cruised leisurely down across 
Furope to Barcelona and from there by boat 

to Palma. We made straight for the northern- 

most, remotest part of the island around Pol- 
lensa, where we soon found a small villa in a 

secluded cove. There for fifteen months we 
lived in almost complete seclusion. 

Majorca boasts that it is the Island of Calm 
but we quickly found out the calm is usually 

the other fellow’s. When cisterns leak, toilets 

don’t flush, and lights don’t function it is not 
always casy to wait with the placid calm of the 

mason or pluraber or electrician who promises 
he'll be around to fix things mariana, “KE lec- 

tricity,” the local electrician once told us “is a 

very mysterious thing.” So far as Majorca 
is concerned he was certainly right. 

Before we moved into our villa the land- 

lord warned us that the power line had not 
yet been connected with the house. “But” he 
said, with appropriate gestures, “it is just a 
matter of connecting two small wires.” It 
developed, however, that between the two 
small wires stood a long and bitter lawsuit 

between the landlord and the owner of the 
local power line. Before the lawsuit was set- 

tled we had learned to live by kerosene lamps 
and to hand-pump water from the basement 
cistern to the gravity tank below the roof. 

Finally one day a neighbor came running 
down to us as we lay sunning ourselves on 

the beach and shouted breathlessiy: “Hay luz 

(there is light)!" Thereafter there was light 
and power to run the pump—occasionally. 
Olten during daylight the power plant shut 



74 HARPER’S 

down for no more apparent reason than to 
conform with the local tradition of siesta. 

One stormy winter evening there was a 
blinding flash of lightning through the win- 
dow. For a second the light fixtures gave off 

a wonderful blue flame, then went dead. I 
wrapped an old hunting cape around me and 
went out to see what had happened. It was 
snowing wildly and the ground was covered 
with four inches of slush. According to local 

fable, it never snows in Majorca. A hundred 
yards away high in the tree tops a strange 
light was burning brightly. When I got closer 
I made out the top of an electric light pole 
flaming merrily in the gale. 

In the course of the next week after I had 
taken innumerable jeep rides to the town of 
Pollensa to fetch electricians, foremen, and 
carpenters, the power line was repaired, but 
it took a personal appeal to the Governor of 
the Balearics before the power company could 
be persuaded to restore the current. 

The New Moon and the Hounds of Hell 

$ SOON as we were installed we set about 
planting a garden. We were told by 
our neighbors that planting was out of 

the question except at the new moon. For 
ten days we waited for the new moon and 
then impatiently assembled our seedlings and 
started to work. Again our neighbors inter- 
vened with the warning that planting before 
sunset was madness. So for several more hours 

we sat and waited. As the sun disappeared 

behind the mountain we set to digging and 

planting and watering. It was nearly mid- 
night before the job was done. Our hands 
were a mass of blisters and our backs half- 
crippled from bending over and hacking at 
the baked soil with the miniature picks which 
take the place of shovels, spades, hoes, and 

rakes in Majorca. Our neighbors were full 

of praise: “In two months,” they said, “the 
flowers will be over your heads.” But the gods 
decreed otherwise. Hardly had the seedlings 
taken root when a late spring gale whipped 

the sea into gigantic waves and sent clouds of 

spray far inland till the air was gray with salt. 
Next day our precious seedlings were a 

withered blackened mass. 
We waited for another moon and another 

sunset and tried again. This time the sea be- 
haved better and the seedlings sprouted to a 
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respectable size. Geranium cuttings which 
we'd planted in giant Ali Baba jars bloomed 
magnificently in every shade of pink. Then 
one night we were awakened by strange noises 

on the terrace. About a dozen sheep, half- 

wild pigs, and goats had come down off the 

mountain and were swarming over the flower 

beds. Before I could chase them away every 

last geranium blossom had been nibbled off 

and every minute seedling uprooted. We 

didn’t try gardening any more. 

One night our daughter woke up to find 
a sheep nuzzling affectionately at her pillow. 
After that we built a fence around our back 
terrace to keep the wild life out of the bed- 

rooms. But they continued to visit us regu- 

larly: wild pigs, goats, sheep, and even five 

mules led by a diminutive but noisy donkey. 

Once one of the servants took pity on the 

thirsty mules and gave them a pail of water. 
Thereafter every day until the rainy season 

they came and brayed forlornly in the lane 
in front of the house till water was produced. 

Besides the creatures of the mountain we 
were regularly visited by a local pack of 
Ibizenkos—the native dogs of the Balearics, 

long, thin, pale chestnut beasts like grey- 
hounds with pointed ears and red _ eyes. 

Robert Graves, the English novelist who lives 

permanently in Majorca, claims they are the 
descendants of the original “Hounds of Hell” 
of Egypt brought over by the Phoenicians 
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centuries ago. Their striking resemblance to 
the hideous beasts depicted in old Italian 
paintings of the inferno seems to confirm the 
belief. But they were a cowardly lot and 
would slink up past the house to the garbage 

heap only when our own dogs were out or 

asleep. Even our diminutive Pekingese could 

send them scuttling away into the bushes with 
their tails between their legs. 

Time and Courtesy 

HROUGH friends we met a considerable 
number of permanent Majorcan resi- 
dents—oflicers of the Spanish Army, 

Navy, and Air Force and members of old 
families who all seem to have come over from 

the mainland on a sort of Majorcan May- 
Hower with Jaime the Conqueror who drove 
out the Moors in the thirteenth century. 

Not long after our arrival we were invited 

to tea by one of the local landowners. His 

huge stone manor house set back in the 

mountains overlooked miles of olive groves 
and wheat fields stretching to the sea. A worn, 

covered stone staircase led from an inner 

court to the living quarters. As our host led 
us through a series of ballrooms and galleries 

he explained that these were the “modern” 
wing, built in the cighteenth century. With 
some pride he showed us a small room with a 
basin. “The bathroom,” he announced 

proudly. The rest of the house had been 
built in the thirteenth century. 

The owner had five vivacious daughters 

whom he kept on a very tight rein. However, 

he had to be in Palma on business each week 
from Monday to Thursday. On these days 
you were apt to see the five young ladies gad- 

ding about the countryside visiting friends in 

a carriage drawn by an old gray horse. But 

when the old man returned on Thursdays he 
invariably found his five daughters just as he 
had left them, sitting demurely in the draw- 
ing room bent over their needlework. 

One summer afternoon a yeoman of the 

Spanish Navy appeared at our house and an- 

nounced to us that the Admiral’s yacht was in 

the cove and we were invited aboard for a cup 

of after-lunch coffee. As it was already after 
five o'clock I asked when the Admiral would 
be getting around to his coffee and the sailor 
estimated that, judging by the speed of the 
noonday meal thus far, he'd be finished 

around six. Promptly at six we presented 
ourselves at the beach and were rowed out to 

the big German-built rescue craft which had 
been converted into a yacht alter the Spanish 

Civil War. 

No sooner were we ou board and intro- 

duced to the large company of Spanish officers 
and their wives than I saw the rowboat being 
hauled aboard. In another moment the two 

big diesel engines were started up and we 

were roaring out to sea at forty knots. Slightly 

bewildered I asked our host where we were 

headed, “I thought we might all have a little 

swim at La Calobra on the other side of the 

island,” he answered. I knew that La Calobra 

was a good eighty miles by sea, so we settled 

down to a pleasant cruise under the high cliffs 

which shone a brilliant red in the rays of the 

setting sun. Eventually we reached La 

Calobra, did a litthe mountain climbing, had 

a swim, returned to port, and reached home 

promptly at one-thirty in the morning. 

HOPKEEPERS, postinen, telegraph clerks, 
and workmen were just as indifferent to 

time—and as hospitable. As long as we 

recognized the strict Spanish rules of courtesy, 

they were as meticulous as old-world courtiers. 
When we went shopping in Pollensa there 

was only one thing we needed—plenty of time. 

At the general store our entrance was always 

quickly communicated to the owner, who 
lived across the street, and an invitation was 
brought back to come over for a “little glass.” 

After several glasses of incredibly sweet, 
sticky local liqueur we would be permitted 
to go back to the store to make our purchase. 
As we reached for our money, the owner's 
daughter invariably drew back as though 
she'd seen a mouse: “Money?” she'd cry, hor- 

rifled, “but you know you mustn't pay!” 

Majorca is the only place I've ever found 
where you have to hire a lawyer to get your 
bills presented. 

We were regular clients of the telegraph 

oflice where we often had to send long and 

expensive cables—always against the advice 

of the telegrapher who couldn't believe that 

any cable was worth what the tariff book pre- 

scribed. Then one day I had to send a brief 
wire to Palma which cost only three or four 

pesetas. When I started to pay, the clerk 
looked at me disdaintully: “My dear Sefior, 
must we bother with such trifles? Let's wait 
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till you have a real cable to pay for.” Keep- 
ing a bank account was just as lackadaisical. 
Once I stopped at the village bank to find out 

what my balance was. The manager named 
some astronomical figure which I knew was 
wrong and I suggested he check his books. 
“That's what it was when we last balanced 
the books two weeks ago,” he answered 
politely but firmly, ‘and that’s what it’s going 

to be till we can get around to it again.” 

Soon after we arrived we beught an icebox 

in Palma and arranged with a trucker to 

deliver it. One morning a week later, the 

house boy announced that the icebox was 
down at the foot of the lane. “The truck 

driver,” he explained, “asked the milk boy to 
tell us he couldn't get through the lane so 
he left the box on the main road yesterday.” 
The idea of my expensive icebox sitting un- 
guarded on the edge of the main road was 

unnerving, and I hurried down with the jeep 
and trailer to fetch it. But I needn't have 
worried. There sitting tranquilly under an 

olive tree was the icebox, together with half 

a dozen other parcels we'd bought. When I 

expressed my relief that nothing was missing, 

the house boy gave me a withering look: 
“Majorcans don't take other people's things,” 

he said. 

The Battle of the Christians and Moors 

IKE any other Spanish town, Pollensa has 
almost as many fiestas as there are days 
in the year. The two most important 

are the Good Friday Procession and the an- 
nual battle of the Christians and Moors com- 
memorating the repulse of a Moorish attack 

four centuries ago. The Good Friday Proces- 

sion we saw started at dark from the Cemetery 

Chapel at the top of Calvary Hill overlooking 
the town and wound slowly down a long 
stone staircase to the main church. Small boys 
carrying candles, penitents in pointed hoods, 

husky young men bearing holy images, and 

the important men of the town, who paused 
and shook hands with us, made up the march. 
The climax came midway: a life-sized reclin- 
ing figure of Christ, delicately veiled in black 
lace. 

The Battle of the Moors and the Christians 
is a much more lively affair. To watch it we 

were invited by the general storekeeper to 
use his balcony on the main street. Though 

MAGAZINE 

we arrived a half-hour late, it was another 

hour before the show began. Meantime the 

entire town paraded back and forth along the 

street in its Sunday best, waving gaily to the 
handful of snobs who sat in the balconies 
above. Then the street was cleared and half 
a dozen mounted men in bizarre costumes 
conspicuously decorated with the Moorish 
crescent galloped down the street brandish- 

ing wooden swords and shields and yelling 
bloody murder. Behind them came a mob of 
young men similarly dressed, also waving 
swords and shouting wildly. When they 

reached the Place of the Cock they were sud- 

denly set upon by another crowd carrying 
staves and wearing nightshirts. “Our ances- 

tors,” the storekeeper explained, “were still 

in bed when the Moors attacked during the 

night.” 
Beating staves and swords against each 

other’s shields, the crowd gradually surged 
back along the main street. In the center of 

the melee a Moor with a papier-maché crown 

was taking a considerable beating from a 

huge nightshirted Christian representing the 

local hero, Juan Mas. Occasionally the two 
paused for breath and waved genially at the 
crowds in the balconies above. As they passed 
us T recognized the Moorish King as the post- 
master and the giant hero, Juan Mas, as the 

garage mechanic. They both grinned broadly 

up at us and then set to again. Gradually they 

worked their way down the street and out 

onto the football field where the battle raged 

joyously for another hour, until it was almost 
dark. 

LTHOUGH tourists swarm all over the 

island during the summer months, 

there is a curious sort of wall between 

them and the more permanent foreign resi- 

dents of Majorca. The tourists seldom pene- 
trate the spots which the Spanish, Majorcan, 

or foreign inhabitants frequent. There are of 

course many more or less permanent guests 
on the island and they fall into various cate- 
gories. A few like Robert Graves, the British 

novelist, and Anton Zischka, the Austrian 
writer-economist, have made it their perma- 
nent working headquarters. Many others are 
retired diplomatic, army, or navy couples 

from England and America. Depending on 
the size of their pensions they lead a relatively 
luxurious but quiet existence. Some of them 
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are leisurely writing their memoirs, others 
simply play bridge, sail, fish, and swim. Those 
who can afford it keep their houses full of 
vacationing friends whom they drive about 
the island to show the sights. You may find 
them in Chopin's apartments at Valdemosa, 
or at the spectacular caves of Arta and Drach, 
or motoring along the magnificent corniche 

road from Soller to Deya where Archduke 

Max of Austria had his famous palace. Some- 
times you'll see them at the Bar Formentor, 
Palma’s principle café, where they are easily 
distinguished by their quiet clothes and mild 
manners. Their lives are very pleasant and 

full enough for the taste of anyone who has 
learned to relax. Fach has 
already made his mark in 
the world, and each is pre- 
pared to enjoy life and his 
favorite hobby, whether it 
be writing or reading or 

collecting antiques or just 

sunbathing. 
Another category of for- 

eigners is the escapers, of 

whom Majorca has its fair 
share. According to gossip 

a few are escaping from the 

continental police, others 
from the higher moral 

code of the mainland. 
Others are getting away 
from nothing -more than 

speed and noise. For ap- 

pearances’ sake some will 

tell you they are writing 
a novel or getting ready to paint some pic- 
tures. Some will admit with charming 

frankness that they're too lazy to compete. 

One girl who lives in a remote cove with 

her philosopher-husband and = four small 

children told me quite simply: “We came for 

our honeymoon and we liked it.” Some will 

tell you they are escaping from the high cost 
of gin, and a few are just ordinary drunks. 

“With martinis at twenty cents,” one of them 

told me, “I can’t afford not to drink. In 

Majorca I save fifty cents with every cocktail 
and if I can only hold enough, some day I'll 
be rich.” 

Some of the escapers have private incomes 

that permit them to live in’ considerable 

luxury in large villas teeming with butlers, 

footmen, and maids. Others have holed-up in 

tiny pensions whence they emerge only to 
slip into the nearest bar for a pink gin or a 

martini. 
Many of them congregate around = the 

Plaza Gomila, an attractive little square on 
the western outskirts of Palma where there 

are at least seven bars with the best gin fizzes 

in the world and one of the finest restaurants 
in Spain—the Patio. The newsboys of the 

Plaza sell newspapers in every European 
language, including, occasionally, Spanish. 

The escapers are usually recognizable by 

their informal clothes—a bright shirt. colored 

shorts, and rope-soled slippers. Sometimes 

they suffer under long heavy beards as though 

even a razor was too much 

ee yy Ea contend with, Except for 

= bye ey mee their shirts they are not a 

\ = loud crowd. In fact they 
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always struck me as a little 

sad and lonely. 
Unlike the tourists who 

shriek about the bargains 

they have just found, the 
escapers have — generally 
adopted the subdued tones 

of the islanders and even 
when drunk seem anxious 

to keep out of the limelight 
and out of trouble. Though 

the local Spaniards and 

Majorcans are very strict 
in their public deportment 
and wouldn't be seen on the 

street in shorts, they accept 
the foibles and eccentricities 

foreigners with cosmopolitan tolerance 
as long as the precious “Calma” of the island 

is undisturbed. The Civil Governor of 

the Balearics told us that with a few ex- 

ceptions, foreigners give the local police no 

trouble. 

emake 

The Island of Calm 

HERE is still another category of non- 
tourist Majorcans: those who come for 
six months or a year or two, for some 

more or less specific purpose: to write a book 

which they are really writing or to paint real 

pictures or to take a real vacation between 

real jobs. In many ways Majorca is ideal for 
these purposes: It is gorgeously beautiful. 

The air is so clear and the light so extraordi- 
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nary that it is unequaled for painting. Most 
of the year the climate is perfect. And, of 
course, it is still cheaper than almost any 

other accessible spot in Europe. 
Some who have come only for a prolonged 

vacation have bought houses and settled down 

for good—or at least for a part of each year. 
For the first months after our arrival we, too, 
were bewitched by the beauty, the peace, and 

the ease of the island and seriously considered 
buying a place and using it as a base from 

which to travel and write. Egged on by a 

small fanatical sect of mill-worshippers who 
have converted old peasant mills into fabu- 
lously attractive homes, we inspected innu- 

merable ruins and farms. Several times we 
were on the point of buying only to be stopped 
by some legal or technical hitch: one mill we 
were determined to buy belonged partly to 
an old ogre known locally as the Catalan and 
partly to the carpenter's sister and was occu- 
pied by the baker. For weeks we and our 

friends conspired with the Catalan, the baker, 
and the carpenter—none of whose names we 
knew. But nothing came of it. 

Another time after lengthy research in 
archives going back to the days of the Moors 
it developed that the mill we wanted had lost 
its water rights some decades ago. But these 

were disappointments for which, eventually, 
we were thankful. In the end we decided that 

despite its obvious advantages Majorca was 
not the best place for us. 

HE impassable lane, the absence of tele- 
phones, the vagaries of the telegraph, 

the informality of postal deliveries have 
their charms only up to a point—unless of 
course you are prepared to cut yourself off 

completely from day-to-day events and main- 
tain contact with the world through occa- 

sional visitors, the local paper, and the radio. 
When you find yourself wasting half a day at 

the telephone office waiting for a call to get 

through to Madrid or Paris; when telegrams 

announcing the arrival of cruising friends are 
delivered after their ship has come and gone; 
when you can't get a seat on plane or boat 
without asking friends to arrange it through 
pull, and finally when your manuscripts air- 
mailed to New York to meet a deadline take 
six weeks instead of the usual five days be- 
cause some curious mail clerk found the 
manuscript worth reading, you may feel flat- 
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tered, but th€charm of the calm island mo- 
mentarily escapes you. 

There's nothing to blame except that you 

chose to live on an island. Islands are bound 

to make postal clerks and everyone else in- 
quisitive. Your Spanish friends are outraged 

that you didn’t ask them to pull wires to get 

a plane seat. The delivery boy looks heart- 
broken on learning the wire was delivered 
two days late—after all no one told him it was 
urgent. 

ET these little frustrations don't ex- 
plain it all. It is perhaps less the feeling 

that you can’t get out that troubles you, 

than the fear of what may happen if you stay 
too long. There are the vacationing friends 
who want you to vacation with them. There 

is always the temptation to lie idly in the sun 
and watch the changing colors of the sea and 

the cliffs, to Hoat effortlessly for hours with 
goggles and breathing tube on the water and 
watch the fish and octopuses and lobsters 
scuttling among the brilliant coral and sea- 

weed five fathoms below you; to sit in an 

olive grove watching for a shy nightingale or 

a gaudy hoopoe or a brilliant golden oriole; 
or even to rest peacefully in a sidewalk café 
sipping martinis and munching olives stuffed 
with anchovy. Eventually you find yourself 

so preoccupied with fighting off the spell of 

the lotus that you have no energy left for any- 
thing else. 

After fifteen months on the island we have 
a few words of advice to prospective residents: 

if youre ready to quit and have the will 
to readjust your tempo to the stately leisure 
of Spain, go to Majorca, buy a house (with 

central heating), and pull in your lines—but 
not all of them. For at least once a year you'll 

want to go off for a change to the continent 

or the “peninsula,” as the islanders contemp- 
tuously call the mainland of Spain. If you've 
a book to write or a picture to paint or a sym- 
phony to compose, go to Majorca, take a 

house till your work is finished, and then go 
away. Or if you've plenty of money and lots 

of vacation time, buy a place in Majorca near 

the sea and spend your holidays in unrivaled 
bliss. And finally: don’t go to Majorca in win- 
ter and expect to be warm. There is nothing 
colccr than a summer resort in winter and 
Majorca is the summer resort par excel- 
lence. 



literature became a nightmare problem to their unhappy professor. 
Foie teacher-students in\ an extension course in intone 

How illiterate can you be, he wondered, and go on teaching in ow 
public schools? Here is his line-by-line review of the evidence. 

Can Our Teachers 

Read and Write? 

James D. Koerner 

HERE has long been a suspicion in uni- 

versity circles that a large number of 
teachers in our primary and secondary 

schools are totally incompetent for the job. 
Generally, this suspicion has remained just 
that, because most college teachers have no 

opportunity for first-hand observation, be- 
cause proof is dificult: under any circum- 

stances, and because the whole subject is a 

delicate one. However, to my own astonish- 

ment, I have recently turned up a great deal 
of specific evidence to support the fears of the 
colleges. 

As a teacher in a large Midwestern univer- 

sity, I was asked last February if I would 

teach an extension course in American litera- 

ture to twenty-cight: primary and secondary: 

school teachers from around the state who 

were required to maintain their qualification 

records with regular work of this sort. Such 

an adult and professional group promised to 

be stimulating and I took the job. But when 
we got started on the weekly meetings of two 
and one-half hours cach, and I began to read 

the brief papers that the students handed in, 
I suffered misgiving, disbelief, shock, horror, 

wrath, and apathy—in something like that 
order. For in the broad sense of the word, 

these men and women were downright, hope- 
lessly illiterate. 

After a serene initial meeting, which gave 
no hint of what was to follow, I determined 
to make the material and the conduct of the 

class the same as in the regular undergraduate 
courses at the university. I also adopted a 
teaching device that I had found effective 

with freshman and sophomore students: giv- 
ing out cach week a set of questions of grad- 
uated difficulty that allowed the student to 
pick his own level, that could be answered in 
a few minutes, and that showed up how much 

each person had got on his own hook from 

the reading assignments. 

The first papers happened to be on Mark 

‘Twain, and they went like this: 

He explained how, although Huck’s actuall 
experiences and doings were quite out 
wardly boyish and mischeivious through 
his inward thoughts and reasoning the 
author conveyed to the reader, although 
Huck didn’t realize it himself, he knew 
the difference between right and wrong. 

[Or like this:| Huck did not have harsh 
feclings of anyone—His consicense bother 
him oftens but he over came it by getting 
it off his chest whatever bother him. It 
told the truth of a boy who had trial and 
troubles but it seem to me it never bog him 
down. 

[And this:] One particular instanse as he 
was apparently moving over its brown 
muddy water, when traveling with Jim 
toward the Ohio, and freedom for Jim, he 
felt his conviction of doing wiong accord. 
ing to law, but in each instanse the affairs 
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& business of transportation seem always 
to create a change of such thoughts until 
he decided it knew best so why not let 
events take its course. 

Other papers were studded with phrases like 

“these mens pranks,” “not an disillusion- 

ment,” “would of acted,” “his fathers name,” 

and “his prestege over any one elses.” IT am 
quoting these passages exactly as they ap- 
peared on the page, changing nothing. 

T THE following week's meeting I deliv- 
ered myself of a stirring pronounce. 
ment on standards. My students took 

heed and were genuinely frightened. I asked 
them to hand me brief statements about them- 
selves from which I learned that most of the 
twenty-eight had had a considerable amount 
of college work from institutions around the 
state and elsewhere, but only a few had fin- 
ished college; most were primary teachers, 

teaching several different grades; and almost 
all of them taught English as one of their 
subjects. Some had taught thirty years, some 
two or three, the average for the group being 

about ten. All were native born, had no 
language problem, as such, and taught in 

schools that varied from one-room rurals to 
city schools of about a thousand students. 
The most illiterate eight or nine, I noted, 
were employed in the larger city schools, 
usually teaching the upper primary grades. 

When I got to the second weck’s papers, I 

realized that any talk about standards was 
useless because the problem was not, as I had 
hoped, one of carelessness; but, as I had 
feared, one of ignorance. Choosing more or 

less at random from the second lot and the 

remaining weeks’ papers, written on a num- 
ber of different topics, T find a plethora of 
statements (each from a different teacher) 

like the following: he ran away sup- 
posidly to New Mexico”; “Antonia left Ne- 
braska because she was in love with this man. 
They say people in love are blind and this 
I somewhat think sort of proves it’; “She 
returned home pregnate and had a girl at her 
old home she later married and had a large 
family”; “She was happy because she had a 
fine family, a good stabel home, and live 
where she had lost her father who she wor- 
shiped”; “These human experiences show— 
plainly the hardships and failurs of indi- 

MAGAZINE 

viduals in the 1880's. Their achievment or 
goodness and fulfilment to overcome these 
experiences.” 

Perhaps you recognize what these writers 
were driving at better than I did: “. . . he 

seems much more mature having met many 

crisis such as the demerits the plane crashing 
on the Cain when the captain jumped etc.”; 
“Rubashov signs the confession and declares 
himself after this endless mentally abuse- 

ment”; “The relationship between his cell 

mates practically shows the uselessness of his 

cause—an an anti-rautionist [‘Revolutionist,’ 
I assume, or perhaps ‘Russianist’]”; “Ivanov 

was a buddy of Rubashov they grew up 

together were in college to-gether & members 

of the same previous click”; “The contro- 

versary over the ‘Grapes of Wrath’ is an exam- 
ple. O'Neils work is another example”; “He 
seems to have a perfect understanding of 
humans and likes to dwells on the gamulet of 

emotions”; “He writes in a very plain spoken 
way saying things as they are. He is not afraid 

to call a spade to use a slang phrase”; “Natu- 

ralism came into the short stories at the turn 

of the century. It picks out moral creation of 
characters envirement’; “Romanticism has 
ideals he upholds and writes how he would 

want it’; “That is one thing a great many 
present day books do. They are to phycologi- 
cal—to much above the average readers head. 

They become obssessed with one idea and go 
to far.” 

And finally, just to illustrate the way in 
which my thoughts occasionally come back to 

me with, as Emerson has it, “a certain 
alienated majesty”: “Hemingway works is the 

beginning of all modern American Litera- 
ture. He dosen't write too much conversation 

in his books. Just enough to make the idea 
go across and his discriptions are brief with 

many adverbs.” 

COULD go on. Perhaps the above exam- 

ples illustrate well enough the average 

kind of problem in grammar, spelling, 
and punctuation that characterized the class. 
But beyond the mere mechanics of communi- 
cation loomed the all but insurmountable 
obstacle of communicating the simplest 

literary idea. Consider, for example, the fol- 
lowing passages taken from the final examina- 
tions and from the reports written outside 
of class. Again I choose pretty much at 
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random (there are, that is, half a hundred 

more which I could exhibit of the same 

quality): 

In using images on a screen reflects the 
value of vivid and true expression needed 
to move and audience emotionally. This 
play give a clear picture of the mothers 
memory of youthful romance. The charac- 
ter Jim and Laura illustrate the value of 
two who had similar experiences; but 
Lauras whose self conscionious was placed 

more vivid on the screen. [The Glass 
Menagerie.| 

The power of O'Niel seems to be his skill 
of stage affects which give added effect to 
the spoken word. . . . In the character of the 
Emperor in the woods, the use of Tom 

toms coming closer. Visions and supposed 
visions of Joneses dealings in the chain 
gang led the actor to relive Jones feelings 
of the actual time. It cast a spell over Jones 
so that he feels—cant express myself here. 

The stronger voice is showing the events 
that has happened in his life. Charts and 
diagrams of all the good and bad _ things 
in life he did with special empahsis on 
their totals with some extractions. . . . He 
was place in this large court room or de- 
cision room where all cases were pro- 

nounced. The leader was giving the long 
lost lecture. Most of the time was silent 

but applause was heard at intervals prob- 

ably to better their record of life. [Whit- 
man’s “When I Heard the Learn’d Astron- 

omer.”’} 

America was a new country. Nothing of 
culture existed. The prime interest of the 
people who came here was establishing of 
a home or they were runners away from 
injustices in Europe. (Not entirely but as a 
whole) There was writing in America be- 
fore the Civil War and many good ones, 
but their work is either biographic or his- 
toric and contained nothing new. .. . The 
best of this group of verses is “The Song of 
Myself,” in which he places himself as the 
leave of grass .. . In 1920 [the author was 
old enough to have lived through the First 
World War as an adult] America was 
plunged into a European war. Not much 
literature developed during the war. 

America had not experienced many social 

adjustments and the works of this period 
were not outstanding except to tell a few 
war anticdotes. 

Ad infinitum. I think that there was no 

error of grammar or mechanics, of organiza 
tion or general composition, that was not 
perpetrated by this class of teachers, not once, 
but many times, and despite repeated correc- 

tions. Syntactically their papers were a chaos, 

the punctuation a farce, the spelling a grim 

joke. As further examples of the last. consider 
such spellings as eme nsly — immencely -- acci- 

dently — imprisoment — controll -- immag- 

ined — immegrants — symobols — tence — 

oblidged — suceed — relialable — executation 

— ciper — occurr — factional (lor fictional) — 

dramits (for dramatists)—gilt (lor guilt)— 

reliefed (for relieved) — and harmous (lor har- 

monious). 

s FoR the other details of the class, the 
discussions, and the subjective conclu- 

sions and intangibles that remain alter 

any course: I leave all that to the reader's 

imagination. I confine myself to the facts, the 
most obvious of which is that these twenty- 

eight teachers could not communicate in the 

English language. And, as should be equally 

obvious, my intention is not to malign or dis- 
credit this particular group, all of whom were 

sincere people and most of whom were de- 

sirous of doing whatever was in their power 

about their professional shortcomings. I wish 

mostly to pose the question: How widespread 

in the teaching profession is the kind of 

illiteracy revealed here—and what can be done 

about it?) Perhaps my experience is an iso 
lated one. I doubt it; with reason. I suspect 
that it is duplicated many times each year 
around the country. 

If someone were to ask me, and someone 

has, the nastiest question of all: What did 

you do about it?—I would beg him to remem- 
ber, among other things, that these teaclrers 

either pass such courses or change professions, 

an event that would be disastrous for their 

private lives. 
I passed ‘em. What would you have done? 



Rural Invasion 

66 AM the most imitated comedian who 

ever lived,” said Neil Schatiner. He 

smeared cold cream on his face until he 

glistened like a cut-glass chandelier, then 

with a couple of wipes of a towel what had 

been a freckled and red-eyed country bump- 
kin became a middle-aged businessman with 

a nearly bald head, gray at the temples. 
Mr. Shaffner and I were sitting in his dress 

ing room, which was a truck backed up to a 

trestle stage. “I've been in the tent: show 

business for twenty-nine years,” he said. 

“There used to be three hundred of these 

shows. Now there are only seven left.” 

Fourteen hundred miles ts a long way to go 

to see something that calls itself “America’s 

only living folk theater,” but that is what I 

had done. It was authentic all right, folks, 

and it was theater. It was even living. Its 

name was the “Toby and Susie Show” and it 
happened in a tent (called a “top”). I first 
saw it ina town of about 2,100 people called 
Shelbina, Missouri, roughly 160 miles north- 

west of St. Louis, in hog and corn and = soy- 
bean country. There were about a thousand 

people in the tent on the Friday night I 

arrived there, and they were slapping their 
thighs and whistling and laughing their heads 
off. Neil Schaffner was Toby. His wife was 
Susie. 

I was there as a hanger-on to a group of 

professional movie-makers. “They had asked 

me to come along and watch them make a 

film about this piece of “Americana” for 

“Omnibus,” the Ford Foundation’s television 

show. One of these professionals was Richard 

Leacock, the photographer whe had manned 

the camera for Flaherty when he made 

“Louisiana Story,” the other was Boris D. Kap- 

lan, the T'V-movie expert of the Ford Founda- 

tion. They knew what they were doing; | 

carried a notebook and scribbled in it to look 

as though I knew what I was doing there too. 

I don't think T fooled anybody. 
Phe second night we were in Shelbina, an 

amiable fellow named Kevin Smith rolled 

into town in a singularly insubstantial old 
station wagon with twenty-five or thirty thou- 
sand dollars’ worth of cameras, sound equip- 

ment, cables, lights, and tripods. He had 

driven from New York, and when he arrived, 
work on the movie of the tent show went into 

phase two. Phase one was talk, talk, talk, 

scribble, scribble, scribble until a script was 

organized. Phase two was the process of get 

ting the tent show on film and sound track. 

This process was one of the pleasantest 

examples of what is commonly called “public 

relations” that I have ever seen. Actually it 

was simply a group of sensible, friendly men 
who knew their business, going about it in 

such a way that everyone with whom they had 

anything to do liked and respected them. But 
I am getting ahead of my story. 

Shelbina was mostly phase one, where most 

of the planning took place and where some 
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of the opening shots of the movie were 

made. Phase two happened in full force in 
the town of La Plata, about fifty miles further 
north. The “Toby and Susie” show plays a 
town for a week, every night, and then picks 
up and moves on to another town. Its season 

starts late in May and ends early in October 

and usually includes twenty towns. There is 
a different three-act play every night, with 
vaudeville between the acts. (“You never give 

the audience a chance to think,” Schaffner 

told me.) 
Most of the plays feature Toby, the red- 

faced, red-wigged bumpkin who blunders into 

righting all the wrongs that the sophisticated 

folk precipitate. “He's typical Mr. Rural 
Midwest,” Schaffner explained. ‘He says all 
the things these folks wish they'd thought of.” 

All of the plays are written by Schaffner; 
they are used by other tent shows and his 

manner of playing Toby has become standard. 
“On Sunday nights,” he explained, “we al- 

ways give them a bedroom farce.” 

N SuNDAY night the cast takes the tent 

down. With the help of local boys 

€ they stow the chairs in a truck, and at 
the crack of Monday morning they are on 

the road—six trucks of tent and chairs and 

stage and props; most of the seventeen mem- 

bers of the cast (who are also the crew) ride 

in their own cars pulling the trailers in which 

they live during their season. On the Monday 
morning we were in Shelbina, Leacock and 

Smith were on the road before the show left 

town in order to photograph it en route and 

to get shots of the tent going up in the village 

green, as it would be called in New England, 

or the city park, as it is called in La Plata. 

Ia Plata is a pleasant town of about 1,300 
people with a park filled with elm trees and 

surrounded on three sides by shops and offices 

in two- and three-story buildings. On the 
fourth side are the railroad tracks and _ set 

down among the park trees was the tent— 

the first time it had been permitted to be 

there. In former years it had been pitched on 

the schoolhouse grounds, but this occasion 

was special because of the interest of “Omni- 

bus” in making a movie, and the mayor, to 
the considerable consternation of some of the 

citizens, had permitted the tent to be set up 

among the elms. Benches, on which at almost 
any time of day there are men playing check- 
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ers, were moved and the trailer homes of the 

cast were drawn up, pink and blue and red. 
From Schaffner’s point of view the fact 

that his tent show 

a movie was 

was being made into 

business.” Schaffner 

is a “small businessman” running a business 

with a long tradition in the Middle West, and 

he makes enough in his twenty weeks of tour- 

ing to live comfortably in Sarasota, Florida, 

during the winter. There he fishes and con- 

trives his plays. In the spring he gets his cast 

together (his opinion of most dramatic schools 

is unprintable) and for two weeks before 

they start touring he rehearses them. In these 
two weeks they learn seven plays. 

Most of the members of the cast: spend 

their winters playing “school dates’ and 

“club dates” doing their vaudeville specialties 

—chalk talks, song and = dance ‘ numbers, 

marionettes. One of them, J. B. Flesner, an 

ex-Marine captain who is in charge of setting 

up and taking down the tent, plays the villain 
roles. He's a magician and hypnotist, and is 
Schaffner’s right-hand man. Schaffner’s troupe 

work hard for him; no job is too menial and 

none too lordly. But not all of them are faith- 

ful. He’s as likely as not to lose his leading 
juvenile with no notice (he did this summer) 

or to have his ingenue find greener pastures 

than the tough life of trouping. 

His greatest worry is weather. “When 

there’s a drought,” he said to me, “the farmers 

won't spend their money. When it rains be 

tween six and seven it will cut our audience in 

half. If we get a really bad storm we can lose 

our tent. We've lost it just twice and it costs 

about $5,000 to replace it.” There was one 

storm while we were there that had the crew 

out shoring up the ropes; the quarter poles 

inside were swinging free as the wind bil- 

lowed under the canvas. 

“good 

HE quality of the “Toby and Susie” 

shows bears little relation to the theater 

in cities. It is crude, but it is not bur- 
lesque; indeed it is a “family show” in which 
the only questionable humor is of the bath- 
room type. The plays are all comedies of a 

sort, some of them with elaborate plots inter- 

spersed with familiar gags and familiar situa- 

tions which the audience 

appointed if they didn't find. 
“T ride the running board of the show,” 

Schaffner explained, “half in it and half out 

would be dis- 
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of it.” He'll stop a scene in mid-flight and 
make the actors repeat their lines. If he 

doesn't think the audience is applauding 

loudly cnough, he'll scold them. 
“Is that the best you can dor” he says to 

them. “I'll go out and come in again.” When 
he reappears the applause is twice as loud. 

The audience comes expecting to be enter- 

tained and to help the show be a success, and 

in the small towns he plays he will get 
audiences of a thousand a night for seven 

nights. Many of his customers pay their 50¢ 
admission seven nights running, and an extra 
quarter for a seat. Fifty cents gets you into 
the tent and a place in what is called “the 

blues,” or the benches in the back of the tent. 

The fact that the show and the audiences 

were being photographed entertained the 

customers in La Plata, who were full 
of questions to the camera crew. Many La 
Platians were asked to help in one way or 
another, as actors in some scenes in the tent 

and the village street, in restaurants and 

shops; and (with a single exception) they were 

eager to do anything they could to make a 
success of the show. One prominent business- 

— 
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The Big Bang 

VERYONE knows that nature imitates art, 

that life imitates literature, and that 
there is nothing new under the sun; 

but there is one fable T never thought to see 

enacted in our time, and that is the story of 
Chicken Little. You will remember that in 
this tale the word got around that the sky had 
fallen, with a consequent confusion that 
should serve as a warning to all directors of 

civil defense, weather forecasters, and any 

others concerned with the mysteries of public 
response to crisis—or, more accurately, what 
people think is a crisis. The story I propose 
to tell contains an essential uncertainty as to 
whether its crisis was real or imaginary, but 
here I can only defer to the reader's judgment 
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man declined to help. Otherwise nothing 

scemed to be too much trouble, and no crew 

could have worked in a more friendly atmos- 
phere nor could any crew have been more— 

considerate of the community. 

When Schatiner comes into town with his 
show, most of the boys and girls recognize 

him and greet him with cries of “Hi Toby!” 

Leacock wanted to get some sound track of 
children calling to him and he corralled four 
kids about nine or ten years old and lined 
them up in front of a microphone in the 
park. “You shout ‘Hi Toby!” he said to one 
of them, “and then you next to him count five 
and then you shout, and then you, and then 

you.” The three boys and a girl did as they 

were told, their voices singing out lustily. 

Morgan Smith was at his sound controls get- 
ting their shouts on tape. When they were 
through Kevin Smith gave each of the kids 
a quarter. 

One of the boys struck with the reality of 

everything he had ever heard about the won- 

ders of movies and of TV stared down at the 
quarter in his hand a look of astonishment 
on his face. “For yelling once?” he asked. 

and proceed with the narrative. Our subject 

is the curious event which took place this 

August in Melrose, Massachusetts. 

Melrose (pop. approx. 27,000) is a quiet 

suburb north of Boston, the home town of 
Geraldine Farrar and Brooks Atkinson of the 
New York Times, which has long enjoyed a 

reputation for the sober virtues—you used to 
be able to send letters to Melrose addressed 

only to “Spotlesstown, Mass.” On August 30, 

1954, at 5:50 in the afternoon, when many 

good citizens were coming home from Boston 

or just sitting down to supper, two loud ex- 
plosions were heard in Melrose, centering 
apparently on the railroad station but shaking 
buildings, rattling windows and dishes, and 
cracking plaster in other towns for ten miles 
around. 
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The first reaction of many people indoors 
was to suppose the house next door had ex- 

ploded, and many came out in the streets to 

see. Seeing nothing, they went inside to call 

the police or fire departments; and before 

long the telephone lines were so crowded that 

in some cases there was a half-hour wait be- 

fore the caller could get a dial tone. The 

local civil-defense units, including six radio 

cars, went into action; and auxiliary firemen 

and policemen turned up at their central 

headquarters. Police and fire apparatus were 

shortly on the way to answer calls—one lady 

who said her oil burner had exploded and 

another who claimed to have seen an airplane 

crash—which might conceivably explain the 
explosions. But so far, as a matter of fact, no 

one in Melrose knew what had happened. 

NTER the mass media. One of the many 

fantasies in circulation at this point was 
_4J that a jet plane had exploded in mid-air 

over Melrose, and the rumor gained vast cur- 

rency when it went out over television in the 

Boston area as a news bulletin. Whereupon, 

for reasons which should give us pause, the 

idea seems to have spread through every 

Middlesex village and farm of getting out the 

family car and taking off to inspect the wreck- 
age. From all directions—from Malden, 

Wyoming, Wakefield, Stoneham, Everett, 
Winchester, Somerville, Reading, Revere, and 

Saugus—the curious and the otherwise un- 
occupied converged on Melrose, fifty thou- 

sand strong. Many were sufficiently fore- 

sighted to bring cameras. Before long the 

main roads into Melrose were snarled in a 

jam that took two hours to untangle, and even 

the town’s back streets were crowded with 

cruising sight-seers in search for the place 

“where the plane blew up.” There was, to 
be sure, no plane; there was nothing at all. 

And in this respect Melrose was fortunate, 
for by this time nothing could have been 
done about a disaster even had anyone been 

able to locate one. The police cars and fire 

trucks that had gone out on half a dozen 

false alarms had now been ordered to cruise 
around town and await orders, but they were 
as swallowed in the universal melee as every- 

one else; other equipment could hardly have 
reached the street. 

“Cars were parked in such volume close to 

fire stations... ,” reported the Boston Herald, 
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“that it would have meant long delays be 

fore apparatus could have been maneuvered 

by them to run for a fire.” After a while, 

the combined torces of volunteer and regulan 

policemen put on trafic duty began to dis 

entangle the worst of the traflic tie-ups (one 

was five miles long) and by nighttime Melrose 

had come roughly back to normal. 

There isn’t much doubt, in 

what caused the sounds that set this hulla 

baloo in motion; but for unrelated reasons 

it is impossible, and will probably remain 

impossible, to prove it. Air Force regula 

tions, to be direct, forbid unauthorized flights 

through the sound barrier. Hundreds of pet 

sons eventually reported sceing a vapor trail 

such as a jet might cause, and if a “high- 

spirited young pilot” (the words of an An 

Force colonel in a press conference on the 

matter) had cut loose at supersonic speed the 

effects would have been very similar to those 

experienced. But the nearest base with jet 

planes has said that none of their pilots re 

ported being over Melrose at the time and 

that the Air Force wasn't convinced that an 

airplane had made the noise. If that were 

established to be the fact, the pilot would 

have to be dishonorably discharged. “We 
take a dim view of this...” the colonel said. 

“The Air Force is stern about buzz jobs’— 

even buzzing the sound barricr, apparently. 

reti OSPCc t, 

O THERE the matter rests—an accident 

soon to be forgotten, of interest largely 

to students of involuntary symbolism. 

Possibly the Melrose Incident, if we may give 
it that title, will survive longer than I think 

if it turns out to have been typical of the "50s 

in somewhat the same way that we think 
Orson Welles’ Martian invasion typical of 

the °30s. On the other hand, the people who 

were fooled by the Mercury Theater's famous 

radio program were both more careful and 

more credulous; they panicked more easily 
but they had more to be panicked at. The 

crowds who followed Chicken Little into Mel 

rose, tying a highly organized community up 
into knots, were in simple search of something 

that simply did not exist. They were in close 
contact with the “news,” curious, leisurely, 
and fully mechanized; they would not have 
walked a block to see a flying saucer. Such, 

friends, is progress. 
—Mr. Harper 
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... and tourists with picnic hampers roamed at will among the troops. 

The Last Romantic War 

Cecil Woodham-Smith 

tis a hundred years since the outbreak of the 
Crimean War in 1854. It was, of course, an 
important, and from a military point of 

view, a very interesting war, but it also deserves 
to be remembered for something else—eccen- 
tricity. ‘The Crimean campaign was the most 
peculiar, the most casual, the most off-hand war; 
it was conducted with what can only be described 
as informality, and extraordinary occurrences 
took place. To begin with there was a large 
number of tourists, people went out to see the 

war in the Crimea for the fun of the thing, just 
as today people go to Europe for tun to see a 
big sporting event. 

The British army had a name for these tourists. 
They were called TGs, “waveling gentlemen.” 
Phe ‘TGs called themselves “amateurs.” From 
letters written home by the troops it is clear 
that PGs became an accepted part of army life. 
They come to call in the front line with presents 
of stores, tinned soup, Christinas puddings, ham, 
and brandy, they lend thick coats, with which 
the army was very badly provided, they wander 
about where they will, get up into the trenches 
and into the batteries, visit the hospitals, inspect 
the unloading of equipment, and no one makes 
the slightest objection. 

Once they were home again they rushed into 
print. They wrote books with titles like A 
Month in the Crimea, Wanderings Round Se- 
bastopol, Our Tent in the Crimea. The author 
of Our Tent in the Crimea describes how he and 
his brother arrived at Balaclava, The = ship 
entered the harbor; they dressed “as quickly as 
boys on the first day of the holidays” and hurried 
on shore. No one asked them what they were 
doing and after staring round they began to 
explore. ‘They passed “through camp after camp, 
through line after line of tents” and decided to 
pitch their tent with the 18th Regiment of Foot. 
‘They went up to an officer. 

“We wish to pitch our tent in your camp the 

18th.” 

The officer was most polite. 

“Very well,” he answered, “I'll see to getting 
you some ground.” 

This was no quiet position behind the lines. 

‘The Russians were keeping up a bombardment 
and a man’s leg had just been taken off pre- 

cisely where their tent was to be pitched. 

“But you won't mind that,” said the officer 
courteously, Indeed politeness in’ unexpected 
circumstances was a Crimean characteristic. A 

curious incident took place at the battle of Inker- 

man, Which was a confused battle fought in tog. 

A British officer in command of a detachment 

saw his men were about to be overwhelmed and, 

catching sight of a group of British soldiers, 
rushed up to their ofhcer asking for help. 

“Excuse me,” he said, “but we are in the 

dickens of a mess. Can you come over and help 
us? I was introduced to you last summer at Lady 
Palmerston’s.” 

ORD CARDIGAN, of Light Brigade fame, had a 
friend Mr. Hubert de Burgh who brought 
out Lord Cardigan’s yacht, the elegant and 

luxurious Dryad. After the yacht arrived Lord 
Cardigan was given permission to dine and sleep 
on his yacht every night. Though he was in 
command of the Light Cavalry Brigade, at one 
time he dined and slept every night seven miles 
away from his command. Mr. de Burgh held no 
ofhcial position but no one objected to his riding 
everywhere with Lord Cardigan. Mr. de Burgh 
appeared beside Lord Cardigan on inspections 
wearing “a flat brimmed bell topper, frock coat, 
and overalls strapped over patent leather boots.” 
While the bombardment of Sebastopol was in 
progress Mr. de Burgh and Lord Cardigan rode 
up to the battery of siege guns and strolled in 
to see what was happening. 
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Several other people dropped in 
out of curiosity to sce the guns in 
action. Among them was Mr. Wil- 
liam Howard Russell the war cor- 
respondent of the Times of London, 
who was extremely unpopular with 
the military authorities. When he 
arrived, he had been greeted by Gen- 
eral Pennefather with the words, 
“I'd as soon see you as the devil,” but 
after that no one attempted to get 
him sent home or to prevent him 
rambling about wherever he chose. 

While William Howard Russell, 
Lord Cardigan, Mr. de Burgh, and 
several other persons were strolling 
in the battery and cxamining the 
great guns they were joined by an 
officer of Engineers. He saw nothing 
strange in the presence of a group of 
unknown and partly civilian specta- 
tors during a bombardment of enor- 
mous importance and indeed ex- 
plained the fring plan to them. 

“Ah,” said Lord Cardigan, “I see. 
Those fellows below are our men 
and they are firing at the Russians. 
Those fellows who are firing towards 
us are the Russians. Why don't we 
drive them away?” 

To this simple question, however, 

the officer of Engineers made no 
reply. 

Lady Errol 

NUMBER of women marched 
A with the army. These were not 
soldiers’ wives, who traditionally fol- 
lowed the army, but wives of officers. 
‘These ladies were inspired partly by 
affection for their husbands, but also 
by the desire for excitement and ad- 
venture. Lady Errol, wife of Lord 
Errol, a captain in the 60th Rifles, 
embarked on the transport with her 
husband. She wore a costume which 
was much admired. It was a long 
flowing riding habit with a swallow- 
tail coatee adorned with rows of 
large, handsome, and shining but- 
tons and a large plumed hat. She 
brought her French maid with her. 
When the army landed in the 

Crimea and began the march to the 
Alma she rode with the troops. The 
day was overpoweringly hot, water 
was short, and dysentery was rife. 
Soon her horse was festooned with 
rifles of men who were overcome 
with heat and thirst and could no 
longer carry them, while others 
dragged themselves along with a 

hand on her horse. During the cam- 
paign she shared a tent with her 
husband, but there was only one 

bed. Years later one of her grand- 
children asked her if the bed had 
been comfortable. 

“I don’t know, my dear,” she said; 
“his Lordship had the bed and I 
slept on the ground.” 

Lady Errol was a woman of very 
great courage. After the Alma there 
was some hesitation about carrying a 
flag of truce across to the Russian 
lines. Perhaps I should explain that 
in those days after an action it was 
customary to come forward with a 
flag of truce so that the dead might 
be buried. On this occasion there 
was some hesitation because it was 
felt that the Russians were not to be 
trusted, and it was Lady Errol in her 
bunched trailing riding habit and 
her plumed hat who walked across 
the battleficld carrying the flag of 
truce. 

Besides people who came out for 
adventure there were others who 
were inspired by philanthropy or 
piety. No passports or permits were 
needed. Philanthropists, clergymen, 
doctors simply booked passages to 
the East and arrived to see what they 
could do to help. Doctor and Lady 
Alicia Blackwood, who ultimately 
worked with Florence Nightingale, 
came out without any plans just to 
sec if they could make themselves 
useful; so did the Honorable and 
Reverend Sidney Godolphin  Os- 
borne, who became what Miss Night- 
ingale called her chief of staff. Some 
clergymen of strong Protestant lean- 
ings came out to see that the troops 

were not influenced by Roman 
Catholics and some Roman Catholic 
clergy came out to see that the 
troops were not influenced by Prot- 
estants. 

LL this may seem to be very 
strange behavior but it was by 

no means confined to the British. 
The Russians were equally odd. The 
celebrated military historian Sir 
John Fortescue speaks of what he 
calls the “general insanity of the 
Crimea” and the phrase is just. Be- 
lore the battle of the Alma the Rus- 
sian Commander in chief arranged a 
picnic party to view the action. The 
Alma is a position of extraordinary 
strength. Nature has reproduced on 
a gigantic scale the defenses laid 
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down in textbooks of military engi- 
neering. The River Alma has cut 
into hills, so that they rise in steep 
terraces, each approached by a preci- 
pitous slippery slope exactly like 
what military engineers call a glacis. 
The river Alma itself is a difficult 
river, swift and uneven in depth and 
below the terraces it has cut into 
the side of the hill to form a perpen- 
dicular wall. Such are the heights of 
the Alma. 

On the top of the heights the 
Russian army = stood, and they 
thought their position was impreg- 
nable. They did not believe men 
could be found to cross that river, 

and storm those heights. They would 
be swept by artillery fire from the 
moment they began to advance. If 
an attack was attempted certain de- 
struction would be the result. 

The Russian Ladies 

© PRINCE MENsCHIKOFF had _ in- 
~ vited thirty young ladies to come 
from Sebastopol and watch the de- 
struction of the British army while 
eating a picnic luncheon. ‘They were 
to be above, on the heights as if they 
were in a box at the theater, watch- 
ing the battle below. It was a beauti- 
ful day and they came out in open 
carriages, with hampers and bottles 
of champagne, wearing light summer 
dresses and carrying parasols. After- 
wards a Russian officer described 
how much the girls admired the 
appearance of the British army as it 
marched across the plain below. The 
Russian army wore gray uniforms 
but the British infantry wore red, 
the masses of scarlet made brilliant 
patches of color while the white cross 
belts not only added to the effect 
but made the British soldier look 
taller and more formidable than his 
Russian antagonist. The Russian 
girls uttered cries of admiration as 
they watched the British army ad- 
vance across the plain. 

What followed was one of the 
great feats of British arms. The 
British troops did, in fact, accom- 
plish the impossible, they stormed 
the heights of the Alma, and the pic- 
nic party fled leaving their cham- 
pagne bottles, their hampers, and 
even their parasols behind them. 

Perhaps the most celebrated young 
woman who looked on at the 
Crimean war was Mrs. Duberly, wife 
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Ancient Egyptian “Grease Job” 
Ancient Egyptians greased their chariot axles 

with petroleum they found in natural seep- 

ages. Noah used petroleum pitch to calk the 

Ark. And in this country, soon after the first 

successful well, oil sold for 10¢ a barrel. These 

and many more historical and modern facts 

you find about oil in World Book Encyclo- 
pedia’s exciting article on “Petroleum.” This 

article takes you through all the ages of man’s 

experience with the magical black gold. 

You'll discover that petroleum used to be 

bottled as a medicine, that at one time re- 

fineries threw gasoline away because they 

didn’t know what to do with it. You visit oil 

fields, meet the drilling crews, learn what a 

“Christmas Tree” is, what “spudding in” and 

“whipstocking” mean. You are there in all the 

excitement when a “big one” comes in. 

World Book's “Petroleum” Article --21 fas- 

cinating pages including diagrams, photo- 

graphs, and a list of 22 related subjects —is 

typical of World Book coverage. In World 

Book, you learn about the entire subject — 

from the men who know it best. Little wonder 

why, year after year, more people buy World 

Book than any other encyclopedia. 

World Book ENCYCLOPEDIA 
Field Enterprises, Inc., Educational Division, Merchandise Mart Plaza, Chicago 54, Illinois. 

Also publishers of Childcraft, America’s famous child development plan. 



Communist Russia 
— its origins, methods 

and achievements 

MARXISM 
THE UNITY OF THEORY AND PRACTICE 

By Alfred G. Meyer. At a time when the military 
and political forces inspired by Marxist thought 
threaten to engulf more and more of the free world, 
it is important to go back and try to understand what 
Marxism really means. Here is a penetrating analysis 
of the basic attitudes and ideas behind Marxism as 
social thought—clearly showing its weaknesses and 
inconsistencies—and demonstrating the great differ- 
ence between pure Marxist ideology and the way it 
has developed in practice. $3.50 

HOW RUSSIA IS RULED 
By Merle Fainsod. Co-winner of the Woodrow 
Wilson Award for the best 1953 book in the field 

of government and democracy, announced recently 
by the American Political Science Association. “A 
masterly and comprehensive picture . . . It will serve, 

for a long time to come, as a basic guide to the reali 

ties of the system of rule which Stalin elaborated 
step by step and which he bequeathed to his suc- 
cessors.”—PHILIP E, MOSELY, N. Y. Herald Tribune. 
Second large printing. $7.50 

THE FORMATION OF 
THE SOVIET UNION 

COMMUNISM AND NATIONALISM, 1917-1922 

By Richard Pipes. A history of the disintegration 
of the old Russian empire, and the emergence on its 
ruins of a multinationalist Communist state. This is 

the first book to deal comprehensively with the 
origins and methods of Communist empire-building 
—methods still in use today. $6.50 

ee 

TOTALITARIANISM 
Edited by Carl J. Friedrich. From George F. 
Kennan to Harold D. Lasswell, 19 notable experts 
here present their thoughts and analyses of the role 
of totalitarianism in today’s world . . . its challenge 
to freedom . . . the forces that make it possible . . . 
its ideological and psychological aspects . . . its 
threat to the future. $6.50 

CONTEMPORARY INTERNATIONAL 
RELATIONS READINGS seares 

Edited by Norman J. Padelford. Provocative, 
up-to-date, authoritative source material on major 
roblems of contemporary affairs: U. S. and Soviet 
sre policy, international organization, geopolitics, 

demography, etc. Paper covers, $3.00 

At all bookstores 

CD mr UNIVERSITY PRESS 
Publishers of the HARVARD CUIDE TO AMERICAN HISTORY 
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of Captain Duberly of the 8th Hus- 
sars. Mrs. Duberly left a Journal be- 
hind her from which her character 
emerges. It is really impossible not 
to like her. She was gay, good-tem- 
pered, and good-natured, vivacious, 
a superb horsewoman, she loved what 
she calls a lark. The adjective by 
which her contemporaries describe 
her is ‘“dashing’—the dashing Mrs. 
Duberly. She had no permission to 
accompany her husband but she 
managed to get herself on board a 
transport and her favorite horse as 
well. She was a center of joking and 
|larking. Her presence could not be 
| concealed, and when the time came 

|} to embark for action in the Crimea, 
Lord Lucan, the general in com- 
mand of the cavalry division, or- 
dered that she was not to go any 
farther. 

However she had made friends 
with Lord Cardigan and with his 
help she managed to travel on still 
in an Army troopship. Lord Cardi- 

| gan was brigadier under Lord Lucan 
| but he took no notice of his superior 
'officer’s orders. Mrs. Duberly dis- 
|guised herself as a Turkish woman 
|and with her face swathed up ina 
yashmak was smuggled on_ board. 

| Lord Lucan was prowling up and 
‘down the quayside looking out for 
‘her but failed to see through her 
| disguise.’ This was the best lark .of 
‘all. She writes gleefully that Lord 
Lucan was taken in because he was 
looking for a lady. 

RS. Duserty provoked a great 
M deal of gossip, and if very un- 
kind things were said about her, it 
is not difficult to understand why. 
But, with all her indiscretions, she 

was gay and good-tempered and gen- 
erous, and it is pleasant to read in 
some manuscript letters written by 
Lieutenant Seager of the 8th Hus- 
sars, later Lieutenant General Ed- 
ward Seager C.B., that, in his 
opinion, she was misunderstood. She 
was really very kind, he wrote, but 
people thought the worst because she 
had a free manner. When she 
reached Balaclava she lived on a gov- 
ernment ship in the harbor, coming 
ashore every day to see her husband 
and riding with him on_ patrols. 
Letters written by her husband's 
brother officers contain frequent ref- 

erences to warm clothing and food 
presented by her. 



The Timeleschess of Biogtephy and Histon, 

Douglas Southall Freeman's 
concluding volume of a monumental biography 

GEORGE WASHINGTON 
Volume VI. Patriot and President 

Foreword by Dumas Malone. With this vol- 
ume, an epochal study is brought to a close. 
Volume VI covers the crucial years from the 
close of the Revolution to the end of the 
President's first term. The entire six volume 
set is the definitive Life of Washington. Each 
volume has maps, end papers and halftone 
illustrations. 

Volume VI, boxed individually, $7.50 
Complete set of six volumes, boxed together, $45.00 

Allan Nevins’ 
FORD 

The Times, The Man, 
The Company 

With the collaboration of 
Frank Ernest Hill. “A 
landmark contribution to 
American industrial his- 
tory.”—-N. Y. Times Book 
Review. Prepared under 
the auspices of Columbia 
University. 64 pages of il- 
lustrations, 704 pages. 

$6.75 
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Dorothy Brandon's 
MAMIE DOUD 

EISENHOWER 

A. Lawrence Kocher & Howard Dearstyne's 
SHADOWS IN SILVER 

Here, in a magnificent picture album, is a 
ew ctorial record of Virginia, 1850-1900, 

fore the woes of reconstruction had 
prey a her glories to total wreck. Here 
are the towns — Richmond, Norfolk, Wil- 
liamsburg Yorktown; here are the tav- 
erns and country stores, the plantations 
of the Old Dominion, and the people them- 
selves — portraits cf the South’s heroic 

A Portrait of a First Lady 
“Seldom has the informal 
biography of a living per- 
son in the world’s drama 
been written more engag- 
ingly than this.”—Chicago 
Tribune. $3.75 

— 
figures. 294 photographs in all, from the 
famous Cook Collection. Quarto size. $7.50 

churchwomen traces the 
Judd L leller's birth and development of 

SCAPEGOAT OF REVOLUTION whic ar ciiztion neat. 
The fate of the Jews in the political upheavals of the 
last five centuries — from the Lutheran Reformation 
down through the Cold War, Dr. Teller examines the ° 4 
interrelationship of Revolution and Jewry. In terms of 
broad historical perspective, he discusses Soviet policy 0 las all Ip \) 
toward the Jews, Nazi — policy, Zionism, non-Zion- 
ism and anti-Zionism, Orthodoxy, onservative Judaism 
and Reform Judaism, the Jew’s role in American union- HENRI POINCARE 
ism, radicalism on the American campus in the 1930's, : : : The contributions of one of 
and Communism in the Middle East. $3.75 the greatest scientific intel- 

lects of the modern world. 
a —— historical es- 

oa rewarding.” 
The PR orker. 
A Twentieth Century Li- 
brary Volume. $3.00 

Georgia Harkness 
THE SOURCES OF 

WESTERN MORALITY 

One of today’s leading 

‘ -£ 

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS 
PUBLISHERS OF THE DICTIONARY OF AMERICAN BIOGRAPHY 

AND THE DICTIONARY OF AMERICAN HISTORY 
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BUSINESS WITHOUT BOUNDARY: 
The Story of General Mills 

By James Gray. This story of how General Mills developed from a local 
flour mill to a diversified national manufacturer is an absorbing chapter in 
social and economic history. Includes the story of Wheaties, Gold Medal 
Flour, and Betty Crocker. With 32 pages of illustrations, $41.75 

PRISON, PROBATION, OR PAROLE? 
A Probation Officer Reports 

By Paul W. Keve. “Behind-the-crime” account of 30 actual cases which 
the author handled as a probation and parole officer. These are warmly 
human, readable stories of “litthe people with big problems”—non-profes- 
sional criminals whose offenses ranged from murder to embezzlement. 
from abortion and rape to petty burglary. 83.75 

EDUCATING WOMEN 
FOR A CHANGING WORLD 

By Kate Hevuner Mueller. Out of her rich experience as a dean of women 
and personnel consultant, Mrs. Mueller presents cogent suggestions for the 
kind of higher education that will better prepare women for the varied 
roles the future will demand of them. $1.75 

BOOK COLLECTING AND SCHOLARSHIP 
Essays by Theodore C. Blegen, James Ford Bell, Stanley Pargellis, Colton 
Storm, and Louis B. Wright, concerned with the role of the philanthropic 
book collector in the development of culture. Printed on rag paper, bound 
in handmade pape: and cloth, edition for sale limited to 750 numbered 
copies. 85.00 

ST. PAUL AND EPICURUS 
By Norman W. DeWitt. Sheds new light on the meaning of St. Paul's 
writings by demonstrating how greatly they were influenced by the teach- 
ings of the Greek philosopher, Epicurus. A challenging book for anyone 
interested in the meaning of the New Testament. $1.00 

MASTERWORKS OF THE 
ORCHESTRAL REPERTOIRE: 

A Guide for Listeners 

By Donald N. Ferguson. Provides information and comments on the 
origin, the expressive character, and the structure of the most important 
classical symphonies, overtures, and concertos, and selected orchestral 
works of modern composers. $7.50 

Back in print by Popular Demand: 

The Doctors Mayo 
By HELEN CLAPESATTLE. $4.75 

The Day of the Cattleman 
By ERNEST S. OSGOOD. $4.50 

At your bookstore, or from University of Minnesota Press, Minneapolis 14 
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Mrs. Duberly looked on at the 
battle of Balaclava and was an eye- 
witness of the Charge of the Light 
Brigade. Her husband was a Hussar 
but did not take part in the Charge 
because he was on escort duty with 
Lord Raglan. When the battle be- 
gan early on the morning of October 
25, 1854, he was on duty with Lord 
Raglan at headquarters on the 
heights. She was on board ship in 
the harbor. He sent her this mes- 
sage, Which must surely be unique in 

| the history of war. 
“The battle of Balaclava has be- 

gun and promises to be a hot one. I 
| send you the horse. Lose no time, 
| but come up as quickly as you can. 

Do not wait for breakfast.” 

Mrs. Duberly did not wait. 

Np yet, it would be wrong too 

hastily to condemn the people 
who looked on at war, astonishing as 

such behavior seems to us today. 

Our attitude to war has completely 
changed as war itself has completely 
changed. War is no longer a profes- 
sional matter; civilians participate 
almost as much as soldiers. Civilian 
morale is as important today as the 
morale of the army, and generals 
examine the civilian population as 
carefully as their troops. War is no 
longer a spectacle, but a terrible, a 
dreaded, and a universal calamity. 
To reflect on what is involved in the 
embarkation of a modern expedi- 
tionary force, the security measures 
and the secrecy, to picture the enor- 
mous, the terrifying size of a modern 
battle and the frightful devastation 
which results makes it almost’ in- 
credible that it is only a hundred 
years ago that Lady Errol embarked 
with her French maid, that Mrs. 
Duberly was smuggled on board a 
transport as a joke, and that thirty 
Russian young ladies came out to see 
the British army destroyed as if they 
had come to watch a football game. 

EVITABLE PLIGHT 

If only Jean had never seen 

How far a coat of mink went, 

Or if, when winter winds were keen, 

There'd been no men propinquent, 

This nocent girl might well have been 

A ruly litdle linquent. 

—Felicia Lamport 



THE STARS 
AT NOON 

JACQUELINE COCHRAN 

AN ATLANTIC MONTHLY PRESS BOOK 

From the sawdust of a lumber camp to the stardust 
of the skies she carved a career unique in courage 
and achievement. That is the thrilling and amazing 
story of this modern airborne Cinderella who has 
achieved more aviation honors than any other 
woman. Told with simplicity and frankness, it is 
packed with fascinating details, studded with vivid 
stories of adventures and personalities the world 
over. No other woman has such a story to tell, or 

could tell it so well! $4.50 

SICILY-SALERNO- 
ANZIO 

January 1943 — June 1944 

SAMUEL ELIOT MORISON 

AN ATLANTIC MONTHLY PRESS BOOK 

The new (ninth) volume of the author’s famous 
History of the United States Naval Operations in 

World War II covers the giant strides from North 
Africa to Sicily and from Sicily to the Italian 
mainland. Operations described in detail include 
the landings and battles on Sicily, D-Day on the 
Salerno beaches, the securing of Naples, the land- 
ing and stalemate at Anzio, the breaking of the 
Gustav Line and the advance on Rome. IIlustrated 
with maps and photographs. $6.00 

VARIABLE WINDS 
AT JALNA 

MAZO DE LA ROCHE 

AN ATLANTIC MONTHLY PRESS BOOK 

The new Jalna novel tells the love story of young 
Adeline, only daughter of Renny Whiteoak; the 
time is the early summer of 1951 and the events 
follow closely on those of RENNyvy's DAUGHTER. 
Variable winds indeed bend the familiar and be- 
loved clan at Jalna, where every scene is sparked 
with surprise and drama, with the joys and sorrows 
and discontents and abiding satisfactions that are 
the true dimensions of family life. Here is Mazo 
de la Roche at her best. $3.95 

R.S.V. P.: 
Elsa Maxwell’s Own Story 

ELSA MAXWELL 

She was born in a box at the opera in Keokuk, 
Iowa, and the whole world became her stage. She 
wasn’t rich and she wasn’t glamorous and she wasn’t 
Society, but for two generations she has been the 
intimate of the wealthy, the celebrated, the socially 
prominent at home and abroad. What a fabulous 
company crowds the pages of her book! Some she 
admires; others she douses with her own special 

_ sauce piquante. R.S.V.P. Don’t miss the pasty of 
a lifetime. With dozens of fabulous photographs. 

$5.00 

At all bookstores 

LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY BOSTON 



The New Books 

“Very Graceful Are the Uses of Culture” 

Randall Jarrell 

hirty Years (Little, Brown, $5) is a book 
of J. P. Marquand’s articles and stories. 
Most of them are about the Wars and the 

Army, Harvard and Boston, a New England 
prep school, the Far East, marriage, and the 
Mulligatawny Club, an American enclave in 

the Bahamas. The earliest stories—Good 
Morning, Major,” “High Tide,” “Rainbows” 
—are very bad but very interesting, since 
they show you a Marquand who had not yet 
become the skillful, attractively mannered cre- 

ator of Ming Yellow and Mr. Moto. Marquand 
is a reporter, a good reporter, with troubles of 
his own, bad troubles: since as a general thing 
the troubles get into the fiction and not into 
the articles, the fiction has underneath it a per- 
sonal compulsion—that of a wish-fantasy, a day- 
dream, a nightmare—that the mild objective 
articles lack. “The Marquand of the articles is 
usually not much more than a competent, sensi- 
ble, pleasant photographer, though occasionally 
there is an arresting detail of the world, an 
engaging splinter of Marquand’s own carefully 
wooden and commonplace and representative 
being. When, at Iwo Jima, all the amphibious 
vehicles leave the LSTs, Marquand thinks that 
“it's like all the cats in the world having kit- 
tens.” The wife of the governor of Acension 
Island says to him: “Oh, hardly. Hugo and I 
are never lonely... . And then Hugo is governor 
of St. Helena. We spend six months there. It’s 
very gay in St. Helena.” And when Marquand 
tells the story of Paul and Virginia to an angry 
general to get the general to drink a bottle of 
Scotch, he is at his most charming: great, and 
very graceful, are the uses of culture. 

A man, to Marquand, is a nexus of institu- 
tions, the half-unwilling, half-imaginary point 
at which Harvard, the Stock Exchange, and the 
Army intersect. He has one soldier say: “You're 
not in school any longer. Can't you forget it?” 
The other answers, @ la Marquand: “Why should 
I? I'm always thinking about school”; and the 
first soldier reflects that war ts like school, won- 
ders whether “school and war do not go to- 

gether.” Marquand himself says in a speech: 
“Most people obviously believe that Harvard is 
the greatest and freest institution in the world,” 
and finishes the speech with: “Let us not say 
it elsewhere, but perhaps we all are more fascin- 
ating and a little better than other people.” ‘This 
was said with a smile, and with a grain of irony, 

and to an audience a little better for it than 
other people, an audience of Harvard men, but 

Marquand’s heart was in what he said. He is in 
love with—or anyway, married to—the institu- 
tions of this world, and that is why he can 
observe them so carefully: he has, by now, all 
the grounds for the divorce he will never quite 
get, all the facts for the biography he will never 
quite write except in its authorized form; and 

when, in the end, he is laid away, by school- 
fellows, he will be able to remember in detail 
everything that he is missing. 

And how easily he might have missed it all! 
how easily America, with all its buffalo and Elks 
and Indians, might not have had any Oxford, 
any Académie Francaise, any Almanach de Gotha 

for Marquand to observe! If you reply, like 
James or Hawthorne, that America doesn’t have 
them for Marquand or anybody else to observe, 
there is always the retort: “And what's wrong 
with Harvard and the National Academy of Arts 
and Letters and the Social Register?’’—the re- 
tort, “And what's wrong with the Pentagon, the 

Senate, and General Motors?” No, the institu- 

tions are here for him to observe, and he_ is 
inside them observing: to Marquand there is 
something romantic, something miraculous, 
about both facts. As for the men whose shadows 
these institutions are—the men who make and 
break states, corporations, and academies—in 
Marquand’s books they are a little gray, a little 
ghostly, except in so far as their organizations 
give them bone and hue. 

But it is romantic, miraculous almost, that 
Marquand should be here, straight out of The 
Age of Innocence, to observe this new age of 
adjusting to one’s group, and sharing the experi- 
ence of one’s generation, and getting divorced 



“Education makes people easy to lead, 
but difficult to drive; easy to govern, 
but impossible to enslave.’’—-Lorp sroucHam 

Books are the bedrock upon which all self-education must rest, and if 
American ideals are going to survive the battle for the minds and loyalties of 
men, we must have a well-educated citizenry. 

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY is proud to recommend the books listed 
below as major contributions toward a better understanding of our heritage, 
world problems, and the future of mankind. 

Pen: 2. & 4 
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HALFORD L. HOSKINS 

The Middle East 
Problem Area in World Politics 

A penetrating analysis of the contemporary Middle East 
set against a background of known Soviet objectives. 
This vital study clarifies the issues facing the free world 
and outlines policies the United States, as its leader, 
must follow if security is to be established. An import- 
ant contribution to an understanding of the situation in 
this troubled area. $4.75 

KOPPEL S. PINSON 
Medern Germany 

Its History and Civilization 

Since the close of the eighteenth century Germany has 
been a problem for the Germans themselves, for the 
rest of Europe and for the world at large. The true 
nature of the problem can only be understood in the 
light of the peculiar historical development of Germany 
during the past century and a half. The product of 
more than twenty years’ study of German history and 
culture, Modern Germany is a complete and definitive 
account of the rise, fall and resurgence of the German 
nation. $10.00 

MARIA YEN 

The Umbrella Garden 
A Picture of Student Life in Red China 

A grim, personal record of student life in Communist 
China—from the entrance of the People’s Liberation 
Army into Peking in 1949 to the author's escape half 
a year later. With a style impressively pm and 
honest, Maria Yen here describes Communist “improve- 
ments” at the National Peking Usiversity and reveals, 
the bitter lessons she learned under Communism-—les- 
sons for all who believe in education as the basis of 

freedom. $4.00 

Your local bookstore plays a leading role in 
the cultural progress of your community. If 
any of these books are not immediately 
available in your bookstore, your bookseller 
will be happy to order them for you. Support 
his efforts to make your community a better 
place in which to live. 

The Macmillan Company 

TRYGVE LIE 

IN THE CAUSE OF 
PEACE 

Seven Years with the United Nations 

The distinguished and dedicated internationalist who 
served as the UN's first Secretary-General makes his 
first statements, since leaving office,on the momentous 
crusade of our century. From personal memoirs he re- 
cords his own unprecedented role and the many vital 
issues the UN faced in establishing its authority. His 
book is of utmost significance to all freedom-loving men 
and an inspiring tribute to their efforts to preserve 
peace. $6.00 

ROBERT S. HOLZMAN 

Stormy Ben Butler 
If you haven’t met Ben Butler, you've missed one of 
the most sensational figures who ever graced the Ameri- 
can political scene. During the Civil War he was head- 
lined second only to Lincoln! Controversy still surrounds 
the name of General Ben Butler — explosive on the 
battlefield, in the courtroom, on the political platform. 
This lively biography, based on sound scholarship and 
judgment, skillfully captures his fiery spirit. $5.00 

LEONARD D. WHITE 

The Jacksonians 
A Study in Administrative History 1829-1861 

This is the concluding volume of Professor White's 
monumental trilogy devoted to the formative years of 
American government. As in the two earlier volumes, 
The Federalists and The Jeffersonians, the author uses 
his superb scholarship, ceptiveness, and human 
understanding to make “the dry bones of old records” 
come alive. $8.00 

60 FIFTH AVENUE, 

NEW YORK 11, N.Y. 



96 THE NEW BOOKS 

because the president of one’s corporation doesn't 
approve of one’s wile, and all the rest of it. 
Why doesn’t General Motors give Marquand a 
few hundred thousand dollars, keep him around 
the office—the offices—-for a year or two, and then 
let him write the great American novel, about 
General Motors? Of course, it would be the 
same novel he’s always written, but that’s all 
right too, isn’t it?—what's good enough for the 
rest of the country is good enough for General 
Motors. 

As a writer Marquand is somewhat short on 
talent, imagination, brute ability, but is long 
on care, observation, directed curiosity, and is 
longest of all on personal involvement, subjec- 
tive compulsion. Most of his books, under their 
veneer of patiently observed objective detail, 
seem versions of the same subjective fable, one 
designed to say to him and also to us: “You were 
right to do as you did; or if not right, still, you 
had no choice; or if you had a choice, still, it’s 
the choice all of us necessarily make wrong: life's 
life. If only—but it doesn’t matter. And. . 
and it was all so long ago.” The fable is told 
in a series of flashbacks, of sighs as clegiac, nos- 
talgic, and wistfully submissive—as mannered 
and unvarying—as a Puccini opera. These flash- 
backs are not optional technique, but com- 
pulsory content; because of them the hero never 
has to make, in close-up, a clear choice to kiss 

or kill—the choices are always) obscured by 
the haze of the past, of rueful and lyric recol- 
lection. 

At the proper distance of time everything looks 
inevitable: we do not judge, but feel about, 
what we did, and the possibility of doing or 
choosing differently seems naive, one more of 
youth’s illusions. A Marquand character says: 
“IT was faced by one of those uncomfortable mo- 
ments of illumination when life is clear and 
simple, and, consequently, grim.” But usually, 
to a Marquand character, life is obscure and 
complicated, and, consequently, elegiac. Mar- 
quand characters—the “real” Marquand charac- 
ters, those we think like Marquand—love nothing 
so much as saying: “No matter how you try, you 
can’t really understand anything; no matter 
what you do, you can’t really change anything.” 
Marquand’s coat of arms ought to have in the 
middle a man saying /t doesn’t matter because 
it matters so much that there is nothing else for 
him to say. 

nis “real” Marquand character is the hero 

of the books’ persistent fable. A man a 

little different—and consequently a little 
on the outside—looks with half-superior, half-in- 

ferior understanding at those entirely un-differ- 
ent others who aie the inside. This man has 

a chance to break out of it all and be a different 

failure: a female chance, generally, one as mes- 
meric and unreliable as life; and he refuses this 

chance, or accepts it only to regress, as soon as 

he gets a chance to be the same success the others 
are: a female chance, generally, as monotonous 
and inescapable as life. Lying alongside Eve's 
spare necessary shape, the man dreams of the 
Lilith he left—and, waking in the darkness, he 
sighs that he was right to leave her, and that life 
is life. 

Browning said, “The sin I impute to each 
frustrate ghost / Is the unlit lamp and the ungirt 
loin”; we learn from Marquand that it wasn’t a 
sin but a necessary evil. No wonder that our 
age and nation and species are grateful to him! 
Besides, there has always been something attrac- 
tive about Marquand: we like somebody who 
succeeds with such bad conscience, and who 
seems to wish that he had had the nerve to be 
a failure or, better still, something to which the 
terms success and failure don't apply—as when 
Mallory said, about Everest: “Success is meaning- 
less here.” This small uneasy institution set 
down at the intersection of so many great ones, 
this little newsstand among the skyscrapers, look- 
ing up at them with a wistful accepting sigh— 
what if he has made as much money as some 
of them? It isn’t money that is the legal tender 
of our dreams: the dreamer would trade all his 
royalty statements for one thaler of fairy gold. 
We leave Marquand with one of his own sighs: 
if only his good angel had been a person, and 
not an institution. ... 

Immortal Masterpiece 

HE concluding volumes of Toynbee’s A 
Study of History (Oxford, 4 vols., $35) have 
at last been published. I never dreamed 

of owning any, and now four, patriarchal in 
gold and black and wine buckram, sit before 
me as I write; if I owned all ten I would sit 
inside them like St. Jerome, and not be seen by 
man for months. I began reading A Study of 
History on a cold, snowy, Ohio evening in the 
year 1937, and I’ve been reading it, off and on, 
ever since. If reading Proust is the best of voca- 
tions, reading Toynbee is the most delightful 
of avocations. All the historians in Hell, from 
Herodotus to Spengler, have been spending their 
spare time, these last years, reading Toynbee; 
they say to the newly dead, “And Toynbee? 
You haven't read Toynbee!” For A Study of 
History, errors, idiosyncrasies, and all, is an 
immortal masterpiece. How I know this I don’t 
know: the muse of history must have possessed 
me, since I am far too ignorant to make the 

judgment myself. No book convinces one better 
of one’s own ignorance; I don’t know enough to 
criticize it, don’t know enough, really, to appre- 

ciate it. 
But I love it just the same, and would 

give a good deal to convince those of you who 
haven't read it (and reading the one-volume con- 
densation is no more like reading it than reading 
Lamb's Tales is like reading Shakespeare) of the 



MacArthur 
1941-1951 

By MAJ. GEN. CHARLES A. WIL- 
LOUGHBY and JOHN CHAMBERLAIN. 
Here are the answers to the crucial 
questions about the Korean War 
and our Far Eastern policy. Based 
on authentic documents not hith- 
erto made public, this book contains 
the thoughts, actions, and decisions 

of the man who exerted such a pro- 
found influence on American policy 
in the Pacific. Profusely illustrated 
with maps and photographs. End- 
papers. 440 pages. $5.75 

The Flowering 
Cactus 

Edited by RAYMOND CARLSON. P/ioto- 
graphs and technical data by R. C. 

and Claire Meyer Prector. In 137 

photographs, 82 in brilliant color, 
this book captures the cactus flow- 

ers at the height of their beauty. 

Complete information on when and 
where to find them, identification, 
and photography. Map and line 

drawings. 9 x 11%. $7.50 

The Columbus 
Atlas 

Designed and edited by JOHN BAR- 

THOLOMEW. One of the world’s lead- 
ing cartographers has produced both 

a beautiful and comprehensive mod- 
ern reference atlas with 160 pages 
of fully colored maps and an index 

of nearly 50,000 place names. It cov- 
ers not only political divisions and 

boundaries but gives physiographic 
details as well. 84% x 11, 306 pages. 

$9.50 

Never Victorious 
Never Defeated 

By TAYLOR CALDWELL. The author of 
Dynasty of Death and This Side of 

Innocence has written a magnificent 

saga of love, hate, intrigue and the 

lust for power through five genera- 

tions of a great American railroad 

family. “Roars along with gusto.” 

—wN. Y. Herald Tribune 
A Top Best SELLER EVERYWHERE! 

549 pages. $3.95 

At all bookstores» MeGRAW-HILL BOOK co., Inc., New York 36 

K 2 
The Savage Mountain 
By CHARLES $. HOUSTON, M.D., 

ROBERT H. BATES and members of the 
3rd American Karakorum Ezxpedi- 

tion. The incredibly dramatic story 

of the courage and heroism of the 

American expedition that in July, 

1953, challenged the world’s second 

highest peak — less than 800 feet 
below Everest. 8 pages in color, 
photos, drawings, endpaper maps. 

$4.75 

Paganini 
By RENEE DE SAUSSINE. Translated by 

MARJORIE LAURIE, Foreword by 

JACQUES THIBAUD, The greatest of 

all violin virtuosos, whose genius in- 

spired both scandal and reverence, 
is the subject of this first and ex- 

traordinary biography which ex- 

plores the source of his astonishing 

talent and brings to life the world 

through which he stormed as show- 

man, lover, and musician. 8 pages 

of photographs. $4.50 



NOW COMPLETE, AFTER 20 YEARS 

“The most monumental analysis 

of civilizations ever attempted by a 

single man.” —New York TIMES 

A Study of History 
VOLUMES VII-X 

“The most important fall non-fiction item,” according to 
W. G. Rogers, Associated Press, “will be Vols. VII-X of 
Arnold Toynbee’s A Study of History.” The long and 
eagerly awaited final volumes of the Toynbee historical mas- 
terpiece are now available, completing the study and sum- 
ming up the author's views of society as a whole. 

Four volumes, 2,720 pages, $35.00 

The Complete Set, 10 volumes, $75.00 

SSS SS 

author of The Classical Tradition 

A Clerk 
pe p-sanerl Places, and Books offers 

F a new collection of his famous radio 

° talks, revised and enlarged for publi- 

O ford cation. These essays on literature “4 

xen life will bring new pleasure to all read- 

ers in search of an author who — 

i ‘ ime. 
By tains and informs at the same at 

GILBERT HIGHET 

THE STORY OF THE 

Declaration of Independence 
This handsome volume is a pictorial biography of Amer- 
ica’s testament of freedom —a rare collection of more 
than 250 pictures ranging from prints and paintings of the 
18th century to modern photographs. The text provides a 
complete history of the Declaration itself, with distinctive 
“sketches” of the Signers. The volume as a whole is one 
that will be treasured for years to come in every American 
home. $10.00 

Text by DUMAS MALONE 
Pictures by HIRST MILHOLLEN and MILTON KAPLAN 

At all bookstores 

OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS, Inc., 114 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 11 
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exquisite, inimitable, almost  inter- 
minable enjoyment you can get from 
reading A Study of History. 

These new volumes deal with Uni- 

versal States; Universal Churches; 
Heroic Ages; Contacts between Civi- 

| lizations in Space (Encounters be- 

tween Contemporaries); Contacts be- 

tween Civilizations in Time (Ren- 

naissances); Law and Freedom in 

History; The Prospects of the West- 

ern Civilization; ‘he Inspirations of 

Historians; and, in conclusion, there 
is Toynbee’s odd and endearing ac- 
count of the origins and develop- 

ment of his own work. After reading 
these 2,700 pages Iam still too dazed 
and, so to speak, enlarged, to say 
what my favorite parts are, or to 

compare them with such old tavorites 

as the accounts of Sparta and the 

Ottoman Empire; my eves are still 
blurred, my ears echoing, with that 
strange stiff-robed, grandly conven- 
tional, innocently monumental style. 
Hokusai called himself the old man 

mad about painting; ‘Toynbee could 
call himself the old man mad about 
metaphor—metaphors dead for many 
centuries are revived by his impar- 
tial trust, and go slowly by, their 

draperies billowing in the wind of 
Time. For as you read A Study of 
History the air of all the earth, of 
all the ages, is circulating around 
you; it is, if ever a book was, oecu- 

menical, 

Novels, Poetry, Taste 

RANS G. BENGTSSON is a Swedish 
F “poet, essayist, historian, and 

novelist.” His The Long Ships 
(Knopf, $4.50) is two books, really. 

The first half—the story of how a 
young man given to poetry gets kid- 
napped while defending his mother’s 
sheep, and becomes a Viking, a gal- 
ley slave, the commander of the 
Moor Almansur’s bodyguard, one of 

the leaders of the biggest Danish raid 
on England, and, finally, the hus- 
i}band of King Harald Bluetooth’s 
prettiest daughter—this is one of the 
funniest, most knowing, and most 
delightful historical novels I have 

} |ever read. It’s quite worthy of going 
}on ‘Toynbee’s list of the historical 
| novels he’s enjoyed most; if you like 
|sagas or J, Claudius, be sure to read 
| The Long Ships. The second half of 
| the book, the story of how Orm set- 
tles on the frontier, prospers, and 



F. Vali Wyck Mason’s swift and dramatic novel of 1862 

and the ‘River War’ in the West 

BLUE HURRICANE 
The author of Proud New Flags writes of an America on fire, of the 
stirring events of 1862 when the Union was desperately trying to split 

the Confederacy by driving down the Mississippi in Eads’ ironclads, 
Pook turtles, steam rams, and other hastily constructed wonders of the 
age. He writes of young Matt Hovey from Dex- 

ter, Maine, and of his romance with the lovely 

Phoebe, and he spins a tale of mounting 

tension, of screaming broadsides, of 
heroic engagements, of intrigue and ex- 

citement. 

Now everyone can enjoy the 

EPICS OF THE 

WESTERN WORLD 

By ARTHUR E. HUTSON and PATRI- 
CIA McCOY. Here is the heroic litera- 
ture of western civilization, from 
Homer and Vergil to Dante and Mil- 

ton, freshly presented and related for 
the modern reader to its place in our 

literature and culture. An indispens- 
able collection to read and enjoy and 
to use for reference. 512 pages. $5.50 

$3.75 
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A Guide to Logical Thinking 

THE ART OF 

MAKING SENSE 

By LIONEL RUBY. Illustrating his 
pvints with entertaining anecdotes and 

case histories, the author explains how 

everybody can learn to think better. 

He shows how to set up a logical argu- 

ment, how not to argue, what evidence 

is and how to present it, how to draw 

logical conclusions, and offers scores 

of other aids to sensible argument and 

thought. $3.75 

——— A book as appealing and surprising as a lively puppy 

From his earliest origins to the research being done today on his psyche 

— here is the whole story of our canine friend and helpmeet, treated in 

rich detail. The warmth, the humor, the history, the sound advice, the 

“Papashvily touch,” all combine to make this rewarding volume the 

canicular event of the year. J/lustrated by Marguerite Kirmse. $3.95 

At all bookstores 

J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY Philadelphia - New York 
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THE RIO GRANDE IN 
NORTH AMERICAN HISTORY 

By PAUL HORGAN 

“One of the major masterpieces of Amer- 
ican historical writing. No other 
work on the history of the Southwest 
will even compare with it.""—CARL CARMER 
Two volumes, black oxford cloth binding, 
gold stamped, two double-spread maps, full 
color gift a $10.00 
Limited signed edition, two volumes, de luxe 
buckram binding, full-color endpapers, sixteen 
full-color illustrations by the author, two 
double-spread maps, boxed. 25.00 

“Reads like an exciting novel... A pos- 
itive contribution to the annals of Ameri- 
can literature.”’"—VIRGINIA KIRKUS $4.00 

By JOHN SELBY 

The author of Starbuck recreates the vital 
world of concert music in an exciting 
story about a ruthless genius who sac- 
rificed on the altar of Success the women 
— and the men — who loved him. $3.50 

At ali booksellers 

RINEHART & COMPANY - N.Y. 16 

| voyages to Russia to dig up some 
buried treasure, is on a lower level— 
one reads it with much loyalty and 
some pleasure. But in the first halt 
even the little poems are straight out 

of the sagas; Orm, tied, guarded, and 
about to be slaughtered, says to the 
other Vikings: At home in the house / 
That me grow/ Would I were 

seated now/ Eating sour milk and 

bread. And this is how an invalid 
got his hair combed at Harald’s 
court by Harald’s daugher: 

sau’ 

Yiva had some difhculty in attend 

ing to Orm, because he was unable 
to sit up, but she supported his 

body with her arm used him 

carefully, and emerged trom her 

task with credit, for he got no lye in 

his eyes or mouth and yet became 

clean and fine. Then she seated her- 

self on the head of his bed, put his 

head between her knees, and began 

to comb him. She asked him if he 

was uncomfortable, but Orm had to 

admit that he was not. She found 

ditheulty in the 

was 

and 

passing comb 
through his hair, for it thick 
and coarse, and very tangled as a 

result of the washing; but she per 
severed patiently with the task, so 

that he thought he had never in 
his life better 

drew 

been combed. 

She her comb 
through a tuft of Orm’'s hair which 

she had just untangled, and held it 

up against the daylight to examine 
it closely. 

“i Go 

can be,” 

slowly 

understand how this 

“but 

not appear to be a single louse in 

your hair.” 

“Phat is not possible,” said Orm. 

not 

she said, there does 

“Tt must be a bad comb.” 

She said that it was a good louse 
comb, and scraped his head so that 

his scalp burned, but still she could 

find no louse. 

“Ht what is true, 

sick Orm 

things are even worse than I 

then I 

“and 

had 

Phis can only mean that my 

you say 

am indeed,” said 

feared, 

blood is poioned.” 

he Collected Poems of Wallace 
| Stevens (Knopf, $7.50) contains 

jall the poetry of one of the greatest 
of living poets. I have before this 
written about both his best poems 

and his worst, but on occasion (and 

a book like this is truly an occasion) 

a critic can behave like posterity, 

which memorializes—which memo- 

rizes—the good, and which looks by 
the bad with a sweet uncaring smile. 
One might as well argue with the 
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Evening Star as find fault with so 
much wit and grace and intelligence; 

such knowledge of, feeling for, other 
times and places, and our own; such 
an overwhelming and exquisite com- 
mand both of the words and of the 
rhythms of our language; such charm 
and irony, such natural and philo- 
sophical breadth of sympathy, such 
dignity and magnanimity. (Toynbee 
often has the calm and generosity of 
a Visitor from a better age, and you 
feel that Stevens would like nothing 
better than to be such a traveler 
through time.) Little of Stevens’ 
work has the dramatic immediacy, 
the mesmeric, involving humanity, 
of so much of Yeats’ and Frost's 
poetry: his poems, if they were 
ideally successful, might resemble the 
paintings of Piero della Francesca. 
But some of these cool, clear, airy 
poems, which tower above us in the 
dassling elegance, the “minute bril- 
liance,” of yachts or clouds, ought to 
be sailing over other heads many 
centuries from now. 

VELYN WAUGH is a man born to 

E write Candide; and after he had 
written it and called it Decline and 

Fall—it is, surely, one of the funniest 

books in English—he went on writ- 
ing and became at last a professional 

inventor of atrocities, a very witty, 

very sadistic-masochistic, and very 

unreliable one. The Waugh hero, 

characteristically, is a stiff, mumb, 

gentlemanly lay-figure in the cham- 

ber of horrors of the Present, the 

torture chamber of the Future. 

In Tactical Exercise (Little, 

Brown, $3.75), the which 

vives his new collection its name, 

Waugh tells the story of an orphan 
pyromaniac in) the State the 

Future. After burning down the air 

base at which he is stationed, he finds 

a loved home in the country manor, 

torn from a “maimed V.C.," which 

the State rehabilitate its 

criminals. Unwillingly rehabilitated, 
he becomes an official in the Depart- 

ment of Euthanasia, the only insti- 
tution which flourishes in that bad 

time; falls in love with a_ ballet 

dancer with a long golden beard, the 
result 

which, as is customary, she has un- 

dergone. When she learns’ that, 
beard or no, she is about to have a 

baby, she has a second operation 

which removes beard and skin to- 

toccata 

ol 

’ 

uses. to 

of the de-sexing operation 



‘The Swivel Chair 

"We spent a reasonable amount of school 

time studying American history as it has jelled, then 

much of our percipient lives thereafter amending and 

extending our grasp on the illusive fact and sustain- 

ing fictions of the past. The liveliest aid and challenge 

to this percipience encountered in many a publishing 

moon is the Youth’s Companion. ($6.00) With a 

camera dissolve into a more lucid looking-glass world 

we move backward in time through a coming-of-age 

century, keeping an eye on the children, on the cru- 

sades and crotchets of their elders, reading the writers 

who then felt only the first intimations of immortality 

— and what is more, reading them for content rather 

than form. 

The quality that makes this 

book so much to so many, of course, is 

the commentary by the editor, Lovell 

Thompson. He is, in turn, lapidary as 

in this comment on a poem by Robert 

Frost called “Ghost House”; /n New England the 

vanished town is the victim of hope, in the West it is 

the victim of despair. In the moist East the forest 

quickly comes back to make a lesser wilderness for 

a later pioneer. In the West the dry walls stand as a 

warning to the next comers, preserved by the trium- 
phant climate like an enemy scalp or eloquent as in 

the following passage on an article by John James 

Audubon; Audubon drew them with the divine greed 

of first possession, with the startled, joyous eye of 

sudden ownership. The birds were denizens of an 

Eden. The artist was an Adam who named them one 

by one with his pencil and his brush. In this last new 

world the creatures understood their part. Drawing 

after drawing bursts with the inspiration that unites 

the fact of life with the human logic of design and 

provocative; No one has ever really explored the ques- 

tion of just what happens when the men of an old 

world come to a new land and start social evolution 

over again, going, it seems, halfway back to 

the Indians and starting up the old ladder 

x in a hurry. Those who read this Companion 

of America’s youth will find themselves in 

a new Wonderland of American writing. 

Praise is not always as provocative as this 

of Edward Newhouse by Dylan Thomas. “If I were 

to receive in the same mail new books by the dozen 

best writers of fiction in America, Edward Newhouse’s 

would be the first I'd read. He does to me what the 

movies did when I was ten. More than anyone else on 

either side of the Atlantic, he makes me want to know 

what happens next. And when it happens, it happens 

to me.” The Temptation of Roger Heriott ($3.00) 
is a novel of a man living one generation late for the 

shock-absorbtion of inherited money, and one mar- 

riage-remove from a growing Texas fortune, With a 

little boosting he has reached the $10,000 level to find 

that the footing is insecure there. The power of this 

book lies in the sense of recognition that you 

will bring to Roger Heriott, his wife and his 

children, the recognition that though this 

Sw is not your own story, it could be that of 

¥ your oldest friend. 

Esther Warner can write as she does, 

with revealing beauty of thought and phrase, because 

*she listens with an inward ear to what people are try- 

ing to communicate. Her first book, New Song in a 

Strange Land, established a quietly resolute Warner 

cult among readers. This new book. Seven Days to 

Lomaland, takes up the tale in a week’s walk through 

jungle with her Liberian friends, the men and women 

who worked for her and with her. She had set out 

reluctantly to attend a trial by ordeal but the pil- 

grimage is made rich with the lore of the African’s 

world, illiterate and lyrical, primitive and 

sage. The first reviewer, Virginia Kirkus, 

said of it, “A book to green the land- 

scape of the heart, universal and time- 

less.” ($3.50) 

With all three of these books there has 

been a feeling that at the end of the book the story is 

continuing, that eventually there is more to be known, 

but in this fourth — The Last Hunt by Milton Lott 

($3.95) — there is a sense of absolute finality. This 
is one of America’s hours of domestic disaster when the 

plains were dark with the useless blood of the buffalo. 

It takes a certain toughness of mind perhaps to move 

into this harsh landscape but of those who do venture it, 

probably no one will ever forget the dedicated fight of a 

young Indian for something worth his life ; 

and more, or the shock of one small terrible 

instance of punishment exactly befitting the 

crime. A Houghton Mifflin Literary Fellow- 

ship Award and one of the best of them. 

Houghton Mifflin Company, Publishers 



BORZOI BOOKS 
3 NEW TITLES 

The Collected Poems 

of Wallace Stevens 
A literary event of the first magni- 
tude, this volume contains Har- 

monium, Ideas of Order, The Man 

with the Blue Guitar, Parts of a 

World, Transport to Summer, The 

Auroras of Autumn, and twenty-five 

later poems never before included 

in a book. $7.50 

Modern Prints 

& Drawings 
Selected and with an explanatory 

text by PAUL J. SACHS 

Richly illustrated and comprehen- 

sive, this guide to a better under- 

standing of modern draughtsman- 

ship covers the art of the print-maker 

and draughtsman from the time of 

David, Ingres, and Delacroix to the 

present. It contains 286 gravure re- 

productions. $7.50 

More Stories 
by FRANK O'CONNOR 

Twenty-nine fine tales of Ireland— 

of warmhearted, hot-blooded, often 

muddle-headed, but predominantly 
charming people. Sixteen have not 

previously appeared in book form; 

those reprinted from earlier books 

have been extensively recast. $5.00 

AND AN EARLIER ONE 

An English Year 
by NAN FAIRBROTHER 

This beautiful story of a wartime 

year spent in the country by a 

mother and her two young children 

is one of the truly distinguished 

books of 1954. It is indeed, as Orville 
Prescott said, “The kind of gentle 

book that at least a few are certain 

to cherish dearly.” $3.50 

At all bookstores 

ALFRED A. KNOPF, Publisher 
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gether, replacing them by a_ plastic 
mask ideal as a base for grease-paint. 
Phat loved beard pone, the hero 
burns down the loved home-prison, 
killing all the criminals; and he him- 
self, the only surviving example of 
rehabilitation, is sent out on a lec- 
ture tour with a pretty mistress. 

In all these stories things go 

wrong—vulgarly, basely wrong—with 
a magician’s ingenuity, a star's fidel- 
itv: the stew the natives feed the 
hero is, always, the heroine. The 
reader, instead of getting avidly in- 
dignant over the age, the State, and 
people, only says: “LT know 

methods, Waugh.” Waugh writes as 

he does, not because the world is 
what it but because Waugh is 

what he is—another sign that he is a 
real writer. This book has little of 

his best writing, though “Work Sus- 

pended” is an attractive, unusually 

personal novelette, But in this world 
bursting with sin and sorrow, how 
can we spend our time licking oun 
lips over the ingenious imaginary 

enormitics that bad people keep 
showering on one gray guiltless fig- 
ure? Waugh’s moral imagination is 
so one-sided that it) has 
\crippled, macabre joke. 

your 

is, 

become a 

ost of Russell Lynes’ The 
Tastemakers (Harper, $5) is a 

icareful and interesting history, with 
fine illustrations, of American taste 

in houses, furniture, pictures, and 

sculpture, and of the people who 

made it what it (A. favorite 

nineteenth-century way of getting a 
to buy 

Was. 

man a chair was to call it 

sincere, something [T didn’t) know 

and won't forget.) Lynes leaves out 

novels, poems, plays, music, dancing: 
this one-sided selection of facts makes 

his conclusions one-sided, [ think. 

| Part of The Tastemakers is his very 

i well-known essay on Lowbrows, Mid- 
dlebrows, and Highbrows. This is 
can oessay TP heartily enjoyed and 
“thoroughly disbelieved. When you're 
told exactly what lowbrows, middle- 

i brows, and highbrows eat, drink, 

ilove, think, and wear, you laugh and 
like it; but pretty soon you begin 
to notice that neither vou nor T nor 

Russell Lynes—nor anybody — else 

with any sense and opinions of his 
own—fits into the categories very 
well, and you decide that this pigeon 
jholing is wit, not thought. We're 
| always told, quite correctly, that we 

must judge a man as a man, and not 

as a Negro, a Turk, or a Jew. To 
judge him as a lowbrow, a highbrow, 

a middlebrow—to force all that we 

can into one of these pigeonholes 
into which, after all, so little of a 

man will go—seems me oan 
analogous sin. 

to 

In the Galleys 

READ The View from Pompey’s 

Head (Doubleday, $3.95), like 

almost all these books, in galleys. 
(Galleys are thirty-six, or forty-eight, 

seventy two inches —long—they 
grew as I grew older. I 
thought of how Gilbert Highet, vear 
in and year out, had dealt with these 

paper anacondas: without a word, 

and it seemed to me that this depart. 
ment of Harpers should be called 

The New Laocoon.) Along with this 

ol 
longen 

proof there was a marvelous sen- 

tence: “This is Hamilton Basso’s big 

novel, an important and extremely 

salable book that he has been on the 

verge of writing for the last decade 
and a half.” 1 felt for Hamilton 

Basso, and for Hamilton Basso’s pub 

lishers, and for the society which 

puts such sentences into people's 

heads—a_ society) which Hamilton 

Basso views with a somewhat unac 

quiescing, somewhat 
eye. 

Pompey’s Head is a small South 

ern city to which a New York lawyer 
in early middle age is summoned 
home by an unfortunate and unbe- 

lievable subplot about a Wolle-ish 

writer wicked wife has ac- 

cused a Perkins-ish publisher of Steal 

ing Royalties. Pompey'’s Head, and 

the lawyer, and the girls he used to 

go with, and the little girl, grown 

now, whom he falls in love with, and 

the wife he left behind him, a clear, 

clean, crisp, Vassar, PTA, AAUW 

type calculated to scare Europe, Asia, 

and Africa into the middle of the 

Indian Ocean—all these are quite 

believable and rather interesting. 

This is a medium-sized novel, not a 

big one, but it is in a mild way en 

joyable; you feel that it is, except 

for that subplot, the best its write: 

can do, and a decent enough thing 

to be doing, and you extend to it the 

qualified respect it deserves. 

Marquandish 

whose 

is a 

‘T Yhe Huge Season (Viking, $3.75) 
much better book, and a 

much bigger disappointment. Wright 
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Morris iy a “real writer” 

to a degree, that 
in a way, 

Hamilton Basso 

never is: he knows a great deal more 

about just what people said and felt 

and did at a certain time, or would 

say and feel and do at any time, and 

he has more of a gift for words, more 

cultivation, more imagination. My 

wife and | read The Huge Season 

at the same time, and would read 

parts aloud to each other, ask Where 

ure you now?, sav, Wart till you get 

to the chapter about So-and-So: we 

were really interested—and, when we 
got to the end, really disappointed. 

The alternating chapters, one in the 
late '20s, the other in the early "50s, 

seem designed to lead up to some 
revelation which will explain and 

justify everything, and so end the 
book. But though the book pretends 
to End, it only stops: instead Ft a 

revelation there is only (as Wells 

said) a mouse on the altar, and a 

queer, hysterical, writer-ish little 
mouse at that. 

But T hope that such news of the 

end won't keep anybody from read- 

ing the book: it is, most of the time, 
an appealing story by a talented and 
attractive writer. There is something 

engaging and shelterable about him, 
so. that you want to spread your 

wings over his faults or, at least, run 

off into a hedge to draw the hunters 
away from them. His characters, ex- 
cept for the author-character, are not 

a lot more than skin deep; some ot 

the book is romantic and confused, 

about liberals, Hemingway heroes, 
and the '20s, in a partly touching, 

partly distressing way: its author, in 
spite of his real talents, is a little 

commonplace, a little lacking in per- 

sonal force, unintended individual 

ity. But just the same, read the 

hook: the best parts are fresh and 

live enough to make the worst parts | 

an honorable disappointment. | 

Literature, Now and Then 

ikST One gets works of art, then 
F criticism of them, then criticism 
of the criticism, and, finally, a book | 
on The Literary Situation (Viking, 
$3.75), a book which tells you all 

about writers, critics, publishing, 
paper-backed books, the tendencies 
of the (literary) time, what sells and 
how much, what writers wear and 
drink and want, what their wives 
wear and drink and want, and so on. 
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We the people— 

and the country we have made 

YANKEE REFORMERS 
IN THE URBAN AGE 

BY ARTHUR MANN 

This book is about Boston in the last quarter of the 19th cen- 

tury. It tells about the reactions of each social, racial, and religious 

group—and of certain arresting individuals—to the social and eco 

nomic inequalities brought on by growing urbanization and 

industrialization. From the Boston Bluenose to the Boston Irish 

—here is how these reformers felt, why they felt that way, and 

what they tried to do to make the American dream of equality 

come true. A Belknap Press Book. $5.00 

WY 

AMERICAN FARM LIFE 
BY LOWRY NELSON 

Hex is the story of how life has changed on American farms 

—a change which affects the food we eat, the political party we 

vote into ofhce, and the peoples of the world. Lowry Nelson 

pictures each aspect of rural life—from schools, churches, co 

operatives and farm organizations to governmental intervention 

and regulation—showing what has happened over the last hifty 

years, and what may happen aent. $3.75 

OSCAR HANDLIN’S 
THE AMERICAN PEOPLE 

IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY 

“Tie fascinating story of how the immigrant has impressed his 

mark on American history and to a large degree = it what it 
is."—America. “This historian has an instinct for the man with 

a bother, for all the shadowy, half-articulated feelings which 
other able Americans could study for a lifetime and never really 

understand.” —Saturday Review. $3.75 

At all bockstores 

HARVARD UNIVERSITY PRESS 
Publishers of the 

HARVARD GUIDE TO AMERICAN HISTORY 
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STUDENTS—PARENTS 
GUIDANCE DIRECTORS 

Our 1954-55 School and Camp Guide has just been 
published For information on many of the better 
shools and camps write for your free directory 

SCHOOL AND CAMP DEPARTMENT 
HARPER’S MAGAZINE 

OUT-OF-PRINT “48 "A"? BOOKS 
fied. All subj alt I Alse Geneal- 

ogies and Family and Town Histories. incomplete 
numbers supplied. 

4 us your list of wants. Ne obligation. We report Sen 
quickly at toweet J 

i current books af retedl store prices 
oe A Sense soulenes Sees or 

seue of Harper's ine. 
AMERICAN LIBRARY SERVICE 

117 West 48th Street, Dest. H, New Veork 36, N 
N.B. We also HUY books and magazines, 

MORE INCOME... MORE PRESTIG 
AND MORE SUCCESS! 

FASCINATING, uncrowded professton- 
business, full or spare time. Free illus- 
trated Trial Lesson shows how intelligent 
ambitious men and women in Lome and 
business find opportunity in analyzing 
handwriting. Understand people- Make Money. Trial Lesson 
tea details free about amazing opportunities Give age 
GAS, Ine 415 Witheit Beliding, Springhelé, Missouri 

WHY DON'T YOU WRITE? 
Writing short sorties, articles on business, polities, cur- 

rent events, travel, books, local, church and club aetivi 
ties, ete., Will enable sear to earn extra money. In your 

| own home, on your own tine, the New York Copy Desk 
Method teaches you how to write the way bewspaper men 

and women learn ty writing, Gur unique “Writing Ap 
titude Test’ tells whether vou possess the fundamental 
qualities essential to succesful “writing You'll enjoy this 

test. Write for it, without cost or obligation 

NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE OF AMERICA 
Suite 5994-T, One Park Ave., New York 16, WN. Y¥. 



George F. 

Kennan 
America’s top career 

diplomat offers a basis 

for constructive action 

REALTIES 

OF AMERICAN 

FOREIGN POLICY 

Mr. Kennan presents the personal 

philosophy of forcign policy that has 

emerged from his career as Director 
of the State Department Policy 

Planning Staff and Ambassador to 
Russia. For the first time since ‘his 

famous “Mr. X” article, he speaks 
out on the much debated ‘‘contain- 

ment” policy, and compares it to the 
widely advocated “liberation” policy. 
Here in bricf compass is the best 

thinking of America’s outstanding 
diplomatic mind on the problems 

of Russian expansion, Western dis- 

unity, and the threat of war. 

140 pages, $2.75 

ARES TELE ALR AT SEAT 

Will this trouble spot 

become anew Korea? 

DANGER 

IN KASHMIR 
ly Josef Korbel 

Foreword by Admiral Chester We Namatz 

While both Mast and West await the 

plebiscite that will decide Kashimir's 

fate, the Chairman of the 1948 UN 

Kashmir Commission portrays. the 

crucial position of Kashmir in the 

hast-West struggle, the long fight of 
its people for independence, the con- 

flicting rights of the Indians and 
Pakistanis who clash there today, and 

the sobering extent of Communist 
infiltration. Admiral Nimitz calls this 

book “a very mpostant contribu. 

tion to history.” 

311 pages, maps, $5.00 

ua) Order from your bookstore, 

PRINCETON 
University Press 

BOOKS 

Malcolm Cowley has plainly enjoyed 
writing his—as a review would say— 
readable, informative, and entertain- 
ing book: his style, which is usually 
rather doughy and matter-of-course, 
is in this book a good deal more 
animated. The Literary Situation is 
less objective than its informing, 
summarizing manner would indicate 
-its author would give all that he 

has, and more, to get us back to the 

20s and ‘30s, times when he swam 
more freely in a tide running his 
own way. His book rather depressed 
me, since it is such a thoroughgoing 
example of what Tocqueville called 
—Cowley quotes the sentence—“the 
trading spirit in literature.” 

Or of the most popular sorts of 

science-fiction, these’ last few 
years, has been the cautionary 
Utopia. The Big Ball of Wax 
(Simon & Schuster, $3.50) shows you 

a society which is all business, adver- 
tising, and entertainment 
media,” and shows you what hap- 

pens to it when something is  in- 
vented which allows you not simply 
to sce, but to be, the television pro- 

gram you are watching. Shepherd 
Mead’s book is sometimes quite 
funny and sometimes quite crude; 
the best thing about it is his vivid 
and detailed knowledge—he is a vice 
president—of business ways and ad- 
vertising speech. 

“ass 

LFRED DuGGAN’s Leopards and 

Lilies (Coward-McCann, $3.50) 

is the competent and well-informed, 

moderately interesting, somewhat 
unimaginative history of an awtul 
woman and a nice soldier in the days 

of bad King John. After Merle 
Miller’s Reunion (Viking, $3.95), I 

welcomed it. the book 

you would get if you put in Mam- 
moth Cave, to write a novel, every 

Reunion is 

and television- and scenario- 

writer As vou read 

it vou begin to have the nightmarish 

feeling that sensibility and morality, 
nice people, good writers, are simply 
a fable agreed upon, a myth the Real 

World doesn’t believe in any longer. 

radio 

who ever lived. 

ROM Emerson to Twain, most of 

| our great American writers wrote, 

and well, for The Youth's 

Companion (Houghton Mifflin, $6); 

the extremely interesting new an- 
thology of their contributions — is 

wrote 

IN BRIEF 

alloyed by the extensive comments 
of the editor, Lovell Thompson, 

who writes about them in patroniz- 

ing magazine-ese. The Saturday 
Evening Post Treasury (Simon & 

Schuster, $7.50), though it contains 
a number of good things, gets worse, 
gets almost: indistinguishably com- 
monplace, as it approaches the "50s. 

me that the articles 

written for those dead children who 

read The Youth’s Companion were 

usually more thoughtful and = de- 
manding, and of more literary merit, 
than the articles written for the 

grownups who read the Post today. 

It seemed to 

BOOKS IN BRIEF 

By Katherine Gauss Jackson 

FICTION 

The Bridge Over the River Kwai, 
by Pierre Boulle. 
This novel, which won the Prix Ste. 

Beuve in France, is the story of a 
group of British soldiers—particu- 
larly of a certain Colonel Nicholson 

—who were, in 1942, prisoners of the 
Japanese in Siam, near the Burmese 
border. Its drama and conflict lie in 

the fact that these well disciplined 

and technically men were set 

to building a bridge to carry sup 
plies for the enemy. How several 
of them resolved this conflict—some 
remaining rigidly faithful to the con- 
ventional army regulations, some 

turning to follow what seemed to 

them a higher human 
makes a story of the 

excitement, both in 

able 

standard— 

most 

the narrative 

and in the psychological sense. A 

memorable novel, brilliantly 

ceived and brilliantly written. 

Vanguard, $3 

intense 

con. 

Good Morning, Miss Dove, by 
Frances Gray Patton. 

An influential almost. as 

inevitable a part of the past of most 

Americans as youth itself. Perhaps 

that is what accounts for the over- 

whelming success here—as in’ Ene- 

land—ol such stories as Goodbye, Mr. 

Chips and this October choice of 

the Book-ol-the-Month Club. One 

finds the atmosphere of the class 

teacher is 

room so nostalgic and familiar that 

the humor seems funnier, the senti 
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ment more real and less cloying than 

in other settings. ‘This is the story 
of the geography teacher who has 
(without benefit of modern theories) 

taught a rigid deportment as well 
as her subject to two generations of 
the small town of Liberty Hill. It ts 

told mostly in flashbacks that begin 

the day Miss Dove is stricken with 

paralysis at the end of one of her 
classes and it is full of laughter- 

through-tears humor that) ensnares 
even those who find themselves fight- 
ing it as I did. Miss Dove is the 
re-creation of a character known to 

us all. 
Dodd-Mead, $2.75 

No Time for Sergeants, by Mac 
Hyman. 
Another hill-billy—one of the dead- 
pan innocents—gets drafted and pro- 
ceeds to get into one “hilarious” 
scrape after another. I put hilarious 
in quotes because so many people 

have been almost hysterically amused 

by the book, and I just am not. I 
realize the difficulties in writing a 

whole book about a fellow in the 

Air Force who is continually being 
made the butt of situations that he 

because he is such a nice guy—never 
realizes are deliberately set up to 
trap him and which half the time 

out, of course, in_ his 

But after the first few episodes, I 

got the pitch and smiled less often. 

I never got involved. But humor is 
quite unpredictable, and then there 

was once a book called Dere Mable, 

about another war, tone 

much the same, which TP thought 
was very funny indeed. A first novel 

and a Book-of-the-Month Club selec- 

tion along with Good Morning, Miss 
Dove 

come favor. 

whose was 

Random House, $2.95 

Louise de Vil 

Pranslated by Duff Cooper. 

“Whenever love touches 

events of the belong to. the 

present... .”” So begins this delight- 

luliv French, delighttully witty, fake 
nineteenth century story of love and 

love’s intrigues and a pair of much 

pawned diamond earrings in’ the 

shape of hearts. It has already 

made into a French movie 

Charles Boyer, under the 

of Max Ophuls. A most 

romanucal fifty-four pages. 
Messner, 

Madame de ——, by 

Morin. 

history, 

past 

been 

with 

absorbing, 

$2.50 

a - Trygve Lie 
speaks to all mankind 
in a book of history- 

making importance 

IN THE CAUSE 

OF PEACE 
Seven Years with the United Nations 

By TRYGVE LIE 

direction ! 

DDDDDDDAD>DDDADDADDDADA= 
FRRRRRRRARFRRARAARRARRARRER 

You won't be able to stop reading 

this new book—except to applaud or 

to disagree. In It’s Your Law, a 
notable lawyer talks informally with 

you and your attorney — not about 
technicalities but about fundamental 
principles: What is the lawyer's duty 
to his client and himself? What is his 

legislative role in drawing up legal 

documents? What are the ethics you 

find in the law? What do you expect 
of the judge and of the jury? What 

are the functions of the courts of 

appeal, of the Supreme Court, and 

of the Constitution? 

Mr. Curtis’ 

his lively 

penetrating sense of values, 

and his usually 

these and 

language, 

other 

legal matters engage attention on every 

iconoclastic views on 

page of 

IT’S YOUR 

LAW 
by CHARLES P. CURTIS 
Co-editor of The Practical Cogitator 

$3.75 at all booksellers 

oo UNIVERSITY PRESS 

SODOOOOOOOOOOCOMMOCOOOOMOLOCOLOLE OOO Ce SOS 

The distinguished and dedicated internationalist who served as 
the UN’s first Secretary-General makes his first ex-officio state- 
ments on the momentous crusade of our century. l'rom personal 
memoirs he records his own unprecedented role and the man 
vital issues the UN faced in establishing its authority. His teak 
is of utmost significance to all freedom-loving men and an 
inspiring tribute to their efforts to preserve peace. 

$6.00 at all bookstores 

The Macmillan Company 
60 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 11, N.Y. 

The true, inside story 

By VYVYAN HOLLAND 

HAPPY home shettered .. . flights 
from scandal .. . the desperate 

search for anonymity ... the secret a 
child couldn’t be told. Written by 
Wilde’s younger son. who lives today 
in England, this is the poignant story 
of what happened to Wilde’s family 
after his notorious conviction. 

illustrated, $3.75 

The Works of 
Oscar Wilde 

Edited and with an introduction by 

G. F, Maine 

1120 pages of genius and wit — the 
most complete edition of the works 
of Wilde ever published. Only $4.95 

At all bookstores 

E. P. DUTTON & CO., INC., New York 10 
| SMO APT ES A CORSE «a 



This is a part of the alarming story 
of public school education today 
told by Mortimer Smith (Author 
of And Madly Teach) 

THE 
DIMINISHED 

MIND 
A Study of Planned Mediocrity 

in our Public Schools. 

2.75 at your favorite bookstore 

Henry Regnery Company Chicago 4 

Some homes have 
many books. 

Every home should 
have 3 books — 

a Bible, a dictionary, 
and 

COLUMBIA 

ENCYCLOPEDIA 

t « i w - 

$ 1 bookstores 

COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY PRESS 

"tA fine collection, 

fascinating variety,” says 
The Saturday Review about this 

first American anthology of 

MODERN ITALIAN 
SHORT STORIES 

d’Annunzio, Pirandello, Papini, 
Bacchelli, Silone, Moravia, Levi, 

Pratolini, Vittorini, and 25 other Italian 
writers. Edited by MARC SLONIM. 

$5. Simon and Schuster 

The Game of Life and How To Play It | 
By 

FLORENCE SCOVELL SHINN 
“Read my_book and you will never be the same again’ 

hinn Press, 274 Oclaware Ave., Buffaie 2, 
Paper $1.25 Cloth $1.75 

| try-wide 

, of the times. 
son Mr. Shaplen’s spinning out and 

| Adventures in 

BOOKS 

NON-FICTION 

Sweet and Sour, by John O'Hara. 

A lead-off about Hemingway in one 

these collected literary columns 
starts Mr. O'Hara objecting to what 
he calls “chatter columnists’’—the 

ones who call Hemingway Papa, or 
Pops, or Hemingstein, “the old 

bloke” and who are always quoting 
letters from him. But actually 

this group of his” pieces from 
the Trenton Times-Advertiser Mr. 

O'Hara does some pleasant literary 
chattering himself. Whether 

writing about automobiles, books 
about Harry Luce’s domain, Aldous 

Huxley, publishers, authors, and re- 
viewers generally, or simply going 
on about the number of people 

whose name is Mudd (repeat, Mudd) 

he makes very pretty and often hap- 
pily impertinent talk about the 

literary scene and its” peripheries. 

Random House, $3 

ol 

Or 

he 1s 

Free Love and Heavenly Sinners, 

by Robert Shaplen. 
The story that Mr. Shaplen retells 
here—the love affair between the be- 

loved) Brooklyn pastor and coun- 

evangelist, Henry Ward 
Beecher, and his devout parishioner, 

Elizabeth ‘Tilton, 

friend—rocked) the country 

1870s. “Lib” “Vilton 

her adultery to her husband during 
the summer of that year. [t is still a 

lurid tale, documented with the let- 

ters and clippings and court records 
all written in the elaborate language 

Perhaps for that rea 

his dear 

in the 

had confessed 

wile of 

elucidation of the story seem over- 

long and occasionally overwritten. 
The pathos and scandal of the affai 

are built in and need no pointing 

up. Tt is useful and informative to 

have the story set against the back- 
ground of the contemporary 
troversial feminist movement, but 

the militant ladies take 

over the foreground and the central 
story fades away. Knopf, $3.95 

con. 

sometimes 

Politics, by Richard 

L.. Neuberger. Oxtord, $3.50 

Guide to Politics 1954, edited by 

| Quincy Howe and Arthur M. Schles- 

inger, Jr. Dial, $2.50 
Readers who discovered these two 

books about a month or so before 

the elections, when they were pub- 

IN BRIEF 

fortunate. But although 

them are full of lively dis- 

on the most current 

and candidates, there is so much in 

them of basic permanent interest to 

anyone who cares the Amer- 
ican political scene that they make 

valuable for any 

library. The first is a personal story. 

Mr. Neuberger (whose writings are 

known td Harper's readers) and his 

wife are both members of the Ore- 

gon State Legislature. He tells in 

detail and through their own experi- 

ences of the strengths and weaknesses 

of state) governments; of specific 

issues he and his wife have defended 

or fought against; of advantages and 
disadvantages coming to the private 

citizen who wants to go into politics. 
A useful book and a 

story. The other, 

more specifically a 

Part I such “liberals” 

lin D. Roosevelt, 

Wayne Morse, 

nine 

lished, were 

both of 

cussion issues 

about 

reference books 

heartening 
the Guide, is 

handbook. In 

as Mrs. Frank- 

Averell Harriman, 

Herbert Lehman 

others discuss current 

, and 

issues— 

the H-bomb, labor and management, 
the U.S. and the U.N., McCarthyism, 

etc. Part If tells how American 

politics work and how the citizen 

can work in them. In Part IIT Louis 

Bean does a forecast of the 1954 

elections’ and the last part of the 

book is given over to voting records 
and election. statistics. Unless we 

make the unlikely assumption that 

this is our last election under the 

present system, these books should 
have a long and useful life. 

Higher Than the Sky, 

Cranmer 

by Frances 

Greenman. 

Ive painted 1,000) portraits in al- 

most every state 

painted 

in the Union. I've 

and drunk 

and sober, children who upchucked 

over thei the 

of me, governors, 

men women, 

best dresses at sight 

bankers, movie 

pretty ladies who cried 

into their real pearl necklaces. I 

love work. I love people. As 

Buddy Rogers said to me that New 

Year's Eve 

nice 

stars, and 

“Everybody's 

when you zet to know them— 

even Stokowski.””” But for those who 

im late T take it all back to the 

beginning. 

backstage, 

came 

There begins the story of the daugh- 
ter who was born in South Dakota 
at the end of the last century to a 
struggling young lawyer 
pretty, energetic wife who 

his 

that 

and 

in 



For 

colorful, 

anecdotal 

~ Americana, 

entertainment read... 

WILLARD’S OF 
WASHINGTON 

By GARNETT LAIDLAW ESKEW 
Assisted by Benjamin P. Adams 

Through the plush and elaborate 
lobbies and parlors of Willard’s 
Hotel in Washington have passed 
all the great and near great of 
America. It has been the temporary 
home of Presidents and it has been 
rightfully described by Carl Sand- 
burg as the “conversation capitol” 
of this country. Studded with little- 
known anecdotes, informal, engag- 
ing, humorous, this story, covering 
well over a century, is a record of 
history in the making. 

Illustrated. $4.00 
At all bookstores 

COWARD-McCANN, Inc. 
New York 16, 0N YY ——— 

Russell Kirk 
author of 

THE 
CONSERVATIVE MIND 

has written 
a brilliant new book 

A PROGRAM 
FOR 

CONSERVATIVES 
A clear, positive outline of the role of 

the conservative in the twentieth century. 

$4.00 

THE CONSERVATIVE MIND 

revised edition, is now on sale 
at your bookstore, $6.50 

Henry Regnery Company + Chicago 4 

| Erich Fromm. 
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unsympathetic time and place dared | 

to go out and stump for women’s | 
rights. How from such a background | 
the daughter came to be a most ur- 
bane and worldly portrait painter is 
an entertaining story, full of things 
seen and felt in a life of most varied | 

im: | 

and 

with the 

overwhelming 
zest of the paragraph quoted above. 

One gets a little breathless but reads 

with pleasure. Harper, $ 

told 

nearly 

experience 
mediacy 

The Bafut Beagles, 

Durrell. 

For Harper's readers this book needs 

nothing but 

Gerald M. by 

a mention of its exist 

ence under this different tithe. “Three 

sections of it have just appeared in 
the magazine as “The King and His 

Beasts.” “The book contains 

of the same kind of delighthul nao 

native about Mr. Durrell’s 

in the Cameroons, collecting 

animals with the help of the Fon of 

Balut. Viking, $3.75 

more 

adven- 

tures 

FORECAST 

Book Club Choices 

i The Literary Guild and the Book of 

their final 

The former has 

Mr. 

the Month have made 

choices for the year. 

chosen for December 

Hlimself, a 

Maugham’'s 

Maugham 
collection Mr. 

works edited by John 

Beecroft and published by Double 

day. The Book of the Month's De 

cember choice is Song of the Sky by 

Guy Murchie (Houghton-Mifflin). 

Looking into 1955 it has also chosen 
The novel by Zoé 

Oldenbéurg (Pantheon) for January 

of 

Cornerstone, a 

January Motley 

A lew the 

lights beginning 

ol other January high 

an 

From Rinehart will come 

The Susquehanna, 

Rivers. of 

Carmer, 

are to be 

nounced, 

in the 

Carl 

Society 

anew one 

America by 

and The by 

From Grevstone will 

Richard Aldrich’s story of his 

Marriage O47 

pric 

SCTICS, 

Sane 

come 

to Gertrude Lawrence 

MANUSCHIpl pages ol 

tures. Dutton announces Prisoner's 

Bluff by Rolf Magener, a great suc 
cess In’ England; Farrar, Straus and 

Young will publish a new novel by 

Alberto Moravia, A Ghost at Noon; 

and World) announces de 

Beauvorir’s “startling new as 
yet untitled, 

and lots 

Simone 

novel” 
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‘Your OPPORTUNITY to 
STUDY at HOME . 

Choose ti. 
more than 

150 COURSES 
offered by 

The 

UNIVERSITY 
of CHICAGO 
@ BENEFIT from continued training in 

your field. 

@ FIND greater enjoyment through 
greater understanding. 

@ LEARN the arts and 
munication. 

INDIVIDUAL INSTRUCTION. Start at 
any time .. . progress as rapidly as your 
personal schedule permits 

ya 

skills of com- 

Enroi in classes like: 

Symbolic Logic 
American Foreign Policy 
Ways of Markind 
God, Faith and Reason 
Interior Decorotion 

Send for ANNOUNCEMENTS — 1954-55 — de- 
scribing more than 150 COURSES in pesos. 
semantics, sociology, drama, psychology, crea- 
tive writing and many other fields. 

The Home-Study Department 

The UNIVERSITY of CHICAGO 
Box 914 Chicago 37, Illinois 

The Bettmann 
Archive 

‘ 

W. are eight or ten men 
already, and one of them is 
Howells,” said Robert Frost. 
In the sense that William 
Dean Howells was the repre- 
sentative spokesman of his 
age Frost is right; Howells is 
an important, if neglected, 
part of our heritage. And this 
is the theme of this reapprai:s- 
al of the man, his times, and 
his contemporaries. 

Howells and the 
Age of Realism 
by EVERETT CARTER 

$5.00 at all bookstores 

lee eee 
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We, 
GIVE YOUR FAMILY 

THE FINEST... 

FOR CHRISTMAS 
AND YEAR ’ROUND 

LISTENING EXJOYMENT 

fa 4 Symbol of Genuine 

Led High-Fidelit 

thave to 5 

FF 
H General Electric Company | 

Section R42114 
i Electronics Pork, Syracuse, N. Y. 

| Please send literature and name of nearest 
tetoil outlet for G-E High Fidelity Equip- 

ment. 

] NAME 
| avpress 

| city 
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THE NEW RECORDINGS 
Trade-Ins 

Edward Tatnall Canby 

LMOsT every camera owner has 
A spent a while window-shopping 

among the thousands of used items 

of photographic equipment that are 
displayed tantalizingly in every 
camera store, in: photographic bar 
gain catalogues, and in magazine and 
newspaper ads. Generally speaking, 

it is as sale now to buy guaranteed 

used equipment, recondi- 

tioned, as to acquire it brand new at 

higher prices. Photographic equip 
ment generally has a long useful life, 
is basically non-obsolescent except in 
relatively minor details; and photog- 
raphers, looking for greener grasses, 
are notoriously ready to trade in 
their stuff for new at the slightest im- 
pulse. The camera 
profitably high. 

Substitute the words, “high fidel- 
ity,” for cach “camera” or “photo- 
graphic,” above, and you will read a 

camera 

divorce rate is 

startling paragraph, one that until 

this fall nobody could have written 

or thought of in public. There was 

no secondhand hi-ft’ market. But 

there should be, for exactly parallel 

reasons and—now that somebody has 

thought of it—there will be. 

Last month Hudson Radio & 

Television Corp., of New York City 

and mail-order, announced a trade- 

in policy on hi-fi separate-unit equip- 

ment, not merely an 

inducement but a serious, large-value 

bid, entailing the prospect of resell 

ing your equipment as guaranteed: 

“allowance” for 

used. The Audio Exchange of Long 

Citv has been sending out 

flyers on used equipment and taking 
trade-ins fon 

Island 

this is 

the first occasion I've heard of where 

some time, but 

aomajor hi-fi outlet has adopted the 
policy. Ol course, others will too, in- 

evitably, now that the ice is broken. 

It is odd that heretofore nothing 

of the sort has happened. Perhaps 

there wasn't vet enough equipment 

floating around. There is, now. Pos- 
sibly the sales people were putting it 

off as long as thev could, having 

enough headaches already. 

It's especially odd in view of the 

fact that the separate-unit (“com- 
ponent”) hi-fi’ equipment makers 

have always been pointing out the 

long useful life of their amplifiers 
and speakers and radio tuners, and 
their low obsolescence compared to 
the brief life-span of most standard 

radios, phonographs, and TV sets. 

Yet not once, to my knowledge, has 
the obvious corollary, trade-ins, been 
explored in these last seven or eight 

years of hi-fi progress. Now that it 
has begun it cannot end. 

HEALTHY side-result of the used- 

A equipment boom will be in the 
much-neglected repair-service area. 

Fach hi-fi store that takes equip- 

ment in trade will have an 

experienced repair statl to restore 

these items to salability. In no time 

at all, then, there will up a 

backlog of experience that should, at 

last, bring repair and 
when—to the thousands of equip 

soon 

grow 

services—if 

ment owners who now simply hope 

that nothing will go wrong. with 

Recent Toscanini Releases 

Falstaff 

1950). 

Verdi: (NBC Symphony 

broadcast RCA Victor LM 

OlIT (3) 

Phe complete 

Studio SH 

corrective 

1950 

evidently 

broadcast 

from with 

spme added reverbera 

tion, for excellent hi-fi sound 

Toscanini Conducts Wagner (Con 
cert excerpts from five operas; Sieg 

fried Tdyll). ROA Victor IM 

6020 (2). 

\ collection some items not be 

lore heard 

Schubert: Symphony #9. Schubert 

the Man, Dv Nive RCA 

Victor LM 1835. 

\o new recording to replace the 

old 1 booklet 

by Maurots 

Maurots 

version: bound-in 

Toscanini Plays Your 

(Rom. Carn. Ov., 

Dance of the Finlandia 

kmont Ov., Brahms Hung. 

RCA Victor IM 1834. 

Favorites 

Zampa Ov 

Hlours, 

Dances 

All the above with the 

funct NBC Symphony. 

now-cde 



Old Vienna lives again, through Magnavox, in the waltzes of Johann Strauss. 

Magnavox re-creates 

the world’s greatest 

LIVING PERFORMANCES are captured as 

never before on today’s marvelous full- 

range recordings. Yet the finest record is 

lifeless ull the moment it is played on an 

instrument capable of reproducing the 

original performance with truce high- 

fidelity perfection 

Magnavox offers you this instrument— 

the magnificent gift, at Christmas, for all 

the family. Without distortion or false em- 

phasis — faults of many so-called high- 

fidelity reproducers — Magnavox brings 

of all sizes. A magnihcent gift, only $ 

The Magnavox PLAYFELLOW Portable 

Amazing high-fidelity portable table phonograph actu 
ally outperforms most consoles. Two 6-inch extended 
range speakers. Automatic 3-speed changer plays records 

You are years chead with Magnavox 

great music to you with all the fidelity of 

the concert-hall performance. Strauss or 

Shostakovich, show tunes or jazz 

Magnavox phonographs and radio- 

phonographs re-create all the music there 

is to be heard 

The Concert Master (illustrated above), 

a Magnavox AM-FM_ high-fidelity 14- 

tube radio-phonograph, couples 20 watts 

of undistorted audio power to four ex- 

tended-range speakers and sound diffusers 

mounted on an inclined baffle. Plays any 

fae 
ee) 

a th X 
Ad LA 

Kg 
Bit oH 

ae 

music for you! 

For better 

Concert Master 

Radio Phonograph 

record automatically. The Pianissimo 

Pick-Up, with dual sapphire styli, main 

tains truc fidelity throughout the cnure re- 

cording range 

A thrilling demonstration awaits you at 

your dealer's. (The selected few Magnavox 

dealers are listed under “Radio-Phono- 

graphs” or “TV" in your classified phone 

book.) The Concert Master is now only 

$350. Prices for other high-fidelity pho 

nographs start as low as $99.50. The 

Magnavox Company, Fort Wayne 4, Ind 

thy (mastic ed 

aqnavox 
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ask fcr a 
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! 
yvair void. We couldn't 

Mappier development. 

RCA-Reiner-Strauss 

| Strauss: Ein Heldenleben. Chicago Sym- 

Zenith HIGH FIDELITY 
brings the musician right into 

your room, for just $149.95* 

Let vour dealer demonstrate the amazing new 

Custom Super-phonic with Cobra-Matie® 

Record Changer and the two Zenith ex- 

clusives that take the High 

Fidelity... Zenith’s fully variable speed 

regulator and Strobes ope speedometer, 

chance out of 

In Mahogany, $119.95* Blonde, $159.95* 

EMIT | 

SUPER-PHONIC | 
High Fidelity Phonograph : 

*Manufacturer’s suggested retail prices, subject lo 
change. Slightly higher in Far West and South. 

Zenith Radio Corp., Chieago 39, HL, » 1eo4 

Newcomb simplifies hi-fi by combining in one 
tiny, coautiiet package a quality-engineered 
12-watt amplifier, pre-amplifier and control 
unit. Offers a greater range of sound control. 
Needs no cabinet. Just plug it in, connect it to 
a record changer and speaker. Display it with 
pride — a decorator's delight! Easy to move 

ideal for apartments or years to come 
your records will give you incomparable 
music — true high fidelity! 

NEWCOMB 
HIGH FIDELITY—SINCE 1937 

See the complete Newcomb line, priced $59.50 to $297.50 

“HI-FI 1S FOR EVERYBODY" | 
Explains the how and why of authentic 
high fidelity w How to Duy and install ‘ 
economically & Informative and thot oughly iilustrated w Not a catalog 

NEWCOMB, Dept. G!! 
6824 LEXINGTON AVE, HOLLYWOOD 38, CALIF 

| Here's 25¢ for new 32-page book, “Hi-Fi is For Everybody.” 

Please send me tree catalog, name of my nearest Newcomb dealer 

Name 

| Address 

Strauss: 

phony, Reiner. ROA Victor LM 

fascinated 

I any Strauss performance as by this 

and the following— 

for 

HAVE never been as 

and | am usually 

the 

to 

no 

Cothusiast big Strauss 

begin understand why. 

Many people take a quick dislike to 

that 

lat, too rich, too Cloying, too emotional. 
But lot 

other know: 

tone 
poems. | 

Music sounds “overblown,” too 

than 

from 

extreme length and the unconscionable 
time it takes a’dying, this performance 

of overblown 

Throughout it is lean, 

vivid, sharp. clear, beautifully molded 
(dot a pace 

quite acceptable now via LP). aston- 

colorful. It. ts, re 

markably introspective, thoughtful, dis- 

old Strauss was a subtler 

conductors aside its 

shows not one trace 

cmotionalism. 

characteristically leisurely 

hingly moreover, 

sonant, psvchological. 

AHL of which can chalk up to a 

tripleteam, RCA, Reiner, Strauss, or if 

Reimer, RCA. 

we 

vou wish, Strauss, 

is an absolutely 

no tess. Tt has the full range of “hi-fi” 

sounds, transcendently, to please tin and | 

incredibly well 

natural 

and 

eolden ears alike. Tt ts 

hot 

sound, 

iccorded with any sort of 

that 

elect 

hall 

should: in this case it brings out a mi- 

concert but with new 

unique reproduced music 

could exist im no concert nor 

racutous wealth of plastic Straussian de- 

tail such as is seldom heard by any “live” 

wudience, the veritable living insides of 

masterful piece of music and of sheer 

orchestration. 

Living, plastic? That aspect iy due to 

Fritz Reiner, perhaps the greatest Strauss 

This razor’s-cdge com- 

lean, bard clarity 

orchestral scale and) perilously high-ten- 

conductor alive 

bination of on a vast 

sion emotionalism is exactly suited to his 

Many other 

conductors miss it dismally and their or- 

disciplined directing most 

chestras wallow in Strauss (to many peo- 

ple’s delight. granted—but this iy bet- 

ter!). 

Phe early 

work — (filty 

death)—in which he cngagingly quotes 

of 

Strauss’s 

Virtuose retrospection 

this vears belore 

at length from his other tone poems—is 
bracketed in this 

by- 

series of recordings 

Also Sprach Zarathustra. 

lome; Dance of the Seven Veils. Chicago 

Svmphony, Reiner. ROA) Victor DM 

L806. 

TT first item is two vears earlier than | 

the second 

clean 

“Heldenleben,” 

vears later and out of the tone 

heir equipment, in the present re- 

1807. | 

by 

This | 

astonishing recording, | 

that | 

Sa- 

seven 

UNUSUAL 

LITERARY 

ITEMS 

THE OLDEST WRITERS’ SERVICE 
Literary Agent, established 37 Manuscripts 

criticised, revised, typed, marketed. al attention to 
Book manuseripts, Poetry. Catalogue on request. 

Aones M. Reeve, 
Dept. B, FRANKLIN, QO. 

ATHEIST BOOKS 

32 page catalogue free, Thi TH SEEKER Co 

{® Park Row, New York *, N.Y 

BOOKS FOUND—Any Title! 
Free world wide search service! 
in or out of print. Fast service; reasonable prices 
titles wanted. no obligation 

INTERNATIONAL BOOKFINDERS, 
Kox 3003-H, Bevergcy HiLis, Cais 

Any author, new or old, 
Bend 

BOOK MANUSCRIPTS INVITED 
If you are looking for a publisher, send for 

illustrated booklet, To the Author in Search 
lisher, It tells how we can publish, promot. 
ute your book, All subjects Write for booklet HP 

Vantage Press, 120 W. 31 St., New York. 
In Calif: 6253 Hollywood Blyd., Hollywood 28 

ov | d 

\ reco hig? 
‘ / aelity i 

WHAT IS HI-FI? 

A journey behind the 
scenes with Kurt List, Westmin- 
ster’s musical director, describes 
high fidelity and the making of 
high fidelity records. Informa- 
tive, interesting, of permanent 
value to every record buyer. For 
your free copy, send a card to: 

WESTMINSTER RECORDING 
Cco., INC, 

275 Seventh Ave., New York 1, N. Y. 

Whether you are changing your address for a few 

motiths you Will want t+ 

When ads 

please iIndleate beth the old 

or permanently 

of Harper « 

a change of 

receive every 

issue promptly sing us of 

address 

Please allow eight weeks tor and address 

effecting this change 

HARPER’S MAGAZINE 
49 East 33rd St. New York 16, N. Y. 

new 
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poem period, into our own century, 

Same extraordinary performing and re 

cording. (Notice especially the splendid 
brass, the natural percussion, the smooth 

hi-fi 

make them unnaturally rough in sound 

remark 

over the whole, a 

strings—where oso.) many records 

the fully-ripened climaxes, 

ably undistorted, and 

fine rich liveness that balances the array 

of detail into the unity of orchestral and 

musical sound that muysé be present. Tt 

often ots lost.) 

“Also Sprach” 

more 

("Thus Spake’) is a 

sententious, — less work 

“Heldenleben.” less enjovable to 

the anti-bombast folk: vou won't find it 

personal 

than 

more effectively done than here, even 

so. The “Salome” excerpt has had many 

lush renditions: this brings agaim the 

combination of those extraordinarily 

vivid inner details and the clean high 

tension of the music itsell under Reiner. 

Mercury-Dorati 

Bartok: Concerto for Orchestra. Minne 

apolis Symphony, Dorati, Mercury MG 

033. 

r\ 

HE onowessential teamwork 

conductor, and 

shown inoan 

close 

between Composer, 

recording technicians ts 

other 

Dorati 

“Living Presence” 

facet in this continuing series of 

The 

recording technique 

formidable tech 

unusual clarity in’ the 

strong transients of brass. ovinbals, and, 

recordings for Mercury. 

undeniably assembles 

nical prowess: 

Mercury 

drums sound bigger and sharper than 

especially, percussion, where 

most; a large dynamic range, aided by 

virtually notse-free surfaces, without the 

annoving “echoes” of some LP records. 
Sut mike-placing in the past has been 

unmusical 

dloseup detail in’ a 

closet-like and. lifeless background. 

The Bartok score is 

orchestra work — that, bevond 

Strauss, specifically directs the attention 

to orchestral details, to pairs of Clarinets, 

ultra-close, to the point. ol 

exaggeration of 

Unique, a big 

even 

oboes, trumpets, the whole gamut of or- 

score for mod 

Phe old. pre- 

tape Reiner version gives it the proper 

close-to) treatment: later 

mistakenly reproduced a 

chestral color—an ideal 

ern recording technique. 

have 

“Romantic.” 

over-all distant sound, losing the instru- 

mental detail in the 

VeTSLOns 

Mercury. 

at last. brings the concerto right up close 

and, instrumentally, the look inside this 

score is under conditions 

technical 

whole. 

fascinating 

of such extraordinary Clarity 

But— 

What of the conductorial clement? It 

is a shame that Mercury found Dorati 

at hand for so many of its definitive (or 

would-be definitive) technical jobs. For 

this ear, at least, Dorati is a competent 

technician who can make an orchestra 

play with physical accuracy and cohesive 

ness; ino some familiar scores, espectally 

m ballet (oNuteracker.” toa 

the sound is musical. But ino many an 

Pistance) 

other there is a hard. unmusical quality 

that extends, with a 

reading 
kvery 

venveance, to this 

note is there and the whole is 

as mechanically perfect ay itis musically 

and Remarkable! 

How can one pin down this quality, fon 

think 

Intuitive 

Coarse UTLON PLOsiy ¢ 

those who may 

evidence is and at the 

a million details. tostantan 

SATHM 

time itis in 

cously passing. No short written review 

can do more than put down the conclu 

sion: oa unmusical most performance 

(though well conceived stylistically) of a 

sensitive and great modern score. 

Schubert: Symphony #8, “Unfinished.” 

Tchaikowsky: “Romeo and Juliet.” Chi 

Ma, cago Svmphony, Doratih. Mercury 

50037. 

wir recording technique—the moss 

S powerlul and the hiest-ft recording 

ol the “Unfinished” to date 

conclusions. Flere the 

ancl simiabat 

trouble can be 

ears. Mia 

Doratt hay reinterpreted the Schubert 

to bring the two movements inte 

more casily heard by most 

“ore 

equitable and: expressive dynamic rele 

tionship’ —possibly a worthy project tor 

a more musical reading: but one hears | 

in this version merely a very loud play 

ing of the futf: parts of the second move 

ment, a somewhat subdued emphasis on | 

the same in-the first, ond neither con 

tributes anything to the essential miursic 

itself, which is grossly unphrased, un 

poetic, insensitive, whether loud or sott 

There are moments of beauty, when 

wonderful sound 

momentarily with beautiful plaving by 

this or that group of orchestral person 

nel (the same who play for Reiner in 

the RCA) Strauss 

evidently the conductor's insistent hand 

too often intrudes upon these Passages 

with an ugly. a hurried. a 

sage of sheer physical noise. 

The less difhcult: and showier “Romeo” 

MUSIC TS 

Mercury's 

series) > but 

blatant pas 

more satishactors 

speaking; but many of 

generally 

us will find the 

same lacks here, hi-fi sound or no. 

Miscellany 

Mr. Strauss Comes to Boston. (Johann | 

Strauss selections). Boston Pops Orch. 

Fiedler. RCA Victor IM = 1809 

7 material on the jacket: and din 
ers of this release is more interest 

ing than the record itself—an illustrated 
account of the fabulous “Peace Jubilee’ | 
of 1872 in Boston, where Johann Strauss 
guest-conducted. Believe it or not, in 

that horse-and-buggy and wood-burning 

otherwise, The | 

combines 

what ts 

and to hear 

‘ho oi forever 

Live it again just as it happened... 
hear the voices you cherish repro- 
duced tone-perfectly on your RCA 
Push-Button Tape Recorder. As easily 
as you flip a light switch, you'll also 
record fing music, historical events, 
broadcasts, 

Use your versatile RCA Push-Button 
Tape Recorder anywhere, It's easy to 
carry, simple to operate, And this is 
the tape recorder that’s precision- 
built to give you really professional 
results ...the one tape recorder 
bearing the greatest name in elec- 
tronics... RCA! 

Your RCA Victor dealer can show you 
all the quality features of this moder- 
ately priced machine. He has the 
latest models now. Try them, hear 
them ...own and enjoy yours soon! 

See the New RCA 

DOBO-DOuHOD 
Tape Recorders 

Priced as low as $169.95* 
~ *Supyeated retail price 

® 
RADIO CORPORATION of AMERICA 
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How to achieve a youthful 
body and vibrant health — 
without tiring exercises 
in just ten minutes a day! 

LOOK BETTER, 
FEEL BETTER 

By Bess M. Mensendieck, M.D. 

Foreward by Paul B. Magnuson, M.D. 
Chairman of the President's Committee on the 

Health Needs of the Nation 

Gloria Swanson, Fredric March, 

Jascha Heifetz, Ingrid Bergman and 

many other have benefited 

from and enthusiastically endorse The 

World Famous Men 

of Functional Movements. 

notables 

sndieck System 

Now, you too can enjoy the advan- 

tages of this amazing, natural health 

method— available for the first time in 

simple, popular form. In your 

home without equipment, you can 

banish fatigue, sparkle with new vital- 

ity, and add new grace and beauty to 

your body. AND you can accomplish 

all this and much, much more in only 

10 minutes a day. 

own 

Easy-to-follow drawings and 
instructions show you how. . . 

Step-by-step functional movements— 

scientifically designed to revitalize -pe- 
cific muscles and joints help you to 

end backaches ... flatten the abdomen 

.«. take inches off hips and waist... 

correct aching feet... banish double 

chin... tune up chest muscles .. 

relieve fatigue and nervous tension. 

Different from ordinary 
exercises ... 

The Mensendieck system is wholly 

different from ordinary exercises. The 

exertion and perspiration required in 

“exercising” are totally absent. Even 

those afflicted with heart ailments can 

safely benefit from the mild graduated 

movements included in LOOK BET- 
TER, FEEL BETTER. Here is your 
guide to a happy life, a constant sense 

of well-being, and freedom from the 

laxness imposed by modern-day living. 

-- Ten Days’ FREE Examination -~ 

HARPER & BROTHERS, 

51] East 33rd St., New York 16 

Gentlemen: Please send me LOOK BETTER, 
FEEL BETTER, for ten days’ free examination. 
Within that time 1 will remit $5.50 plus a few 

cents mailing charges, or return the book postpaid. 

Name 

SAVE! If you 

mailing charges 

enclose payment, 

Same return privilege. 

we will pay | 
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locomotive era thousand 

singers sang together Jubilee 
chorus, the orchestra 

numbered one thousand players; Strauss 
needed a hundred 

to keep the great assemblage together in 

steam twenty 

for the 

and assembled 

assistant conductors 

the “Blue Danube” and other compost 

tions. A “bouquet” of one hundred and 

filty 
masse 

prominent singers performed en 

solo) vocal numbers: 

Maria” 

Valbious 

Gounod’s “Ave was sung by 
| filty soprano soloists with a hundred solo 

violins, obbligato! 

The recording has a selection of 

including the Jubilee Waltz, but 

orchestral complement. 

takes the slack 

High 
my 

Fidelity 
up and only com 

plaint is that the interpretations are | 

brittle, brilliant, dazzling, not at all 

Viennese for that) matter, proper- 

SJostonian. “The sound is strictly modern 

and there’s a touch of Hollywood in it. 

Entrancing reproductions of the original 

1872 programs, tickets, badges, ads. 

or, 

A Leroy Anderson “Pops” Concert. Le 
roy His “Pops” Orch. 
Decca 

and 

DIL. 9749. 

Anderson 

QO” y enough, this man from Boston 

comes much nearer to the spirit | 

of our olden times in his newly-written 

music than the Boston Pops’ re-creation. 

Pretty low-brow stuff, but there is a 

buoyant, uncomplicated melodiousness | 

about) Anderson's little pieces that is | 
| 

old-fashioned in the nicest way, a remi- 

mixture of the turn-ol-the-cen 

flavored with Mendelssohn, De 

libes, Offenbach, Sousa, and perhaps a 

bit of the lightest of Rossini. Only an 
irrepressible streak of practical jokers 

niscent 

tury, 

(and a touch of ballroom jazz now and 

then) snaps us into the nerveless twen 

ticth century; 

this dise 

Anderson's sappiest in 

a typewriter song, complete with type 

writer, a real one. You can even hear an 

envelope being addressed, with music. 

Nice recording but Decca’s surfaces are | 
still substandard. 

Liszt: Dante Fantasia; Sonata in B 

Minor; shorter pieces. Orazio Frugoni, 

piano, Vox PL 8800. 

ERHAPS this had better be left) un- 

sae alter but the issuance by a 

reputable company of such an) incred 

ibly bad performance as this is a chal 

Per- 

haps many will enjoy Frugoni; he has 

lenge to any conscientious critic, 

ten extremely agile fingers and plenty 

But that such a travesty 

of music could even be played, let alone 

recorded, is a commentary musical 
taste today. Or am TP just Johnny-out-of 

Try 

of arm muscle. 

on 

Step? it yourself. 

| manaying editor, 

| Publisher HARPER & 
1% Rast 1 

| Editor John Fischer, 

ship or other unincorporated firm, 

(there are numerous others) is 

| stances and 

STATEMENT REQUIRED BY THE ACT 

OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AS AMENDED BY 

THE ACTS OF MARCH 3, 1943, AND 

JULY 2, 1946 
(Title 39, United States Code, Section 233) 

SHOWING THE OWNERSHIP, MAN- 

AGEMENT, AND CIRCULATION OF 

HARPER'S MAGAZINE 

published Monthly at Albany, N. Y. 

for October 1, 1954 

addreasen of the publisher, 

and business managers are 

BROTHERS (a Corp 
Street, New York 16 y 

19 Rast New York 16 

Managing editor Russel Lunes, 19° Kast 
York 16.N ¥ 

1. The names and editor, 

ration), 

N.Y 

New 

3rd Street 

iSrd Street 

| Business manager, Now 

Strauss items played during the Jubilee, | 
the | 

performers number merely the normal | 

2 The owner ix (It owned by a corporation, ita name 
and address must be stated and alan immediately there 

under the namer and addresses of stockholders mening or 

holding 1 percent or more of total amount of stock If not 
owned by a corporation, the names and addresses of the 
individual owners must he viren if owned hy a partner- 

ite name and addr-ssa, 
aa well as that of each individual member, muat be given.) 

Extate of William H. Briggs 
49 East 06th Street, New 

Cass Canfield 
49 East OS3rd Street, New York 16. N.Y. 

Cass Cantield & Richard S. Emmet. Trustees 
v/o The Bank of N r., New York 15. N 

Cass Canfield, Jr 
e/o Irving Trust Co., 1 Wall Street, 

New York 15, N.Y 

York 28, N.Y. 

Michael Temple Cantield 
Irving Trust €o., 

New 

c/o 1 Wall Street 

York 15, N. ¥ 

Marian W. Coward 
c/o City Bank Farmers Trust Co., 

22 William Street. New York 15. N.Y 

Estate of Edward J. Cullen 
179-11 Henley Road, Jamaica 

Eddy & Co 
c/o Bankers Trust Co., P.O} Box 706, 

Chureh St. Annex, New York & N.Y. 

John Fischer 

oo Sterling 

Henry J. Fisher 
230 Park 

Henry Harper 
719 Hunting Towers East, Alexandria, Va. 

Estate of Henry Sleeper Harper 
Yi) East G6th Street, New York 21 

Alan Hartman as under the 

Lee Hartman 
o Emmet, Marvin & Martin, 48 Wall Street 

New York 5. N.Y 

Estates 3, N. Y. 

Avenue, White Plains, N. Y. 

Avenue, New York 17, N. Y. 

ae 

Trustee, will of 

Raymond ©. Harwood 
49 Bast 33rd Street, 

Anna L. Heoyns 
e/o Lucille H 

lorest 

Frank S. MacGregor 
i Kast 33rd Street, New York 16. N.Y 

Helen P. Vhilbin & Richard S. Enuimet, Trustees 
iS Wall Street, New York 5, , & 

Arthur W. Rushmore 
oY Fairview Avenue, 

Martha P 

New York 16, N.Y. 

Sherman, S Roman Avenue, 
Hills tsardens 75, N.Y 

Mitdisen, New Jersey 

Saxton 

Ro FLO. Canaan, Conn, 
Lucille H 
S Roman 

Sherman 
Avenue, Forest) Hills Gardens 75 

a. 

Kdward J. Tyler 
49 East S3rd Street, 

Harriet S. Wells 
liotel Lowell, 2S East 63rd Street. Nev 

21, 
and other ne 

New York 16, N.Y. 

York 

B.. %. 
3. The known bondholders, mortuaoers, 

curity holders vwning of holding 2 percent 
amount of bonda, mortgages, of other wee 
there are none, so state » None 

+ more of total 
artites are: «lf 

4. Parayraphs 2 and 3 includ+, in cases where the stock- 

holder of securtty holder appears upon the booka of the 
company aa trustee or in any other fiduciary selation, the 
name of the person of corporation for whom auch trustee 

ix acting; alau the statements im the two paragraphs shone 
aftant’s full knowledge and telief ax to the circum 

conditions under which steckholders n 
curity holders who do not appear upon the books of the com 

pany as trusters, hold stock and securitiew im a capacity 
other than that of a bona fide wwener 

5 The oterave number of ce 
oublicetion sold of distributed, 
wiae, to paid xubacribers ¢ 

the date shown above wa 
from daily, weekly 
nly ) 

of thie 

othe 
reeding 

rmation ing d 
semiweckly, and tunecchly newspapers 

Hanern'’s Macazine 

Hikrver & Breturis 
JouN Bisenure 

Sworn to a sulscrihed before me 

September, 1955 
Eewsnp GB 

[SEAL] 
(My com on expires Ma 



DEWAR'S 

“White Label” 
and Victoria Vat 

SCOTCH WHISKIES 

Famed are the clans of Scotland 

...their colorful tartans worn in glory 

through the centuries. Famous, too, 

is Dewar’s White Label and 

Victoria Vat, forever and always a 

wee bit o’ Scotland in a bottle! 

Piper at parade rest 

Clan Wallace Tartan 

Both 86.8 Proof Blended Scotch Whisky ” Schenley Import Corp., N. Y. 



DH You. Love Life - youll Love 

France 
omantic castles dreaming in blue-violet twilight . . . dark cypress 

bordering golden fields . . . the setting sun glowing on rosy, tiled roofs— 

that's France in the fall! How you'll love every moment with 

rollicking wine festivals in Burgundy . . . sunning on the fabled Riviera. 

Then Paris—with plays, ballets and the Opera. . . and 

wherever you go the incomparable French cuisine and wines. Remember, 

too—in “Thrift Season” (September to April) accommodations 

and fares are lower and easier to get. See your travel agent now— 

for booklets and maps, write: Dept. N-11, Box 221, New York 10, N. Y. 

‘ FRENCH GOVERNMENT TOURIST OFFICE 

NEW YORK «© CHICAGO © SAM FRANCISCO + LOS ANGELES « MEW ORLEANS « MONTREAL 


